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A hundred years ago—David Laing and his son 
James with a few day labourers building in a 
Cumberland village. 


growth 


To-day —an organisation employing 
thousands of men and the most modern 
machines, constructing factories, steel 
works, cement works, power stations, 
aerodromes and schools in Britain and 
overseas. 


What produced this growth? Just hard work—and good work. 
Then, the resolve to take on a bigger job. 


What came later — fifty years ago, the first fully integrated 
costing system to be applied to civil engineering; thirty yearsago, 
a comprehensive staff selection and training scheme; progres- 
sive investment in new equip- 


“ . 
ment; laboratories; expanding [* . ' Let $ ELA a d 
organisations for welfare, plant Oe re oe ] i ” 
development and maintenance | | Gin Flare | VOTR ; >. 4 
—all these represent scientific 
management applied to one aim 
—the job: a better job and a J) _ jj It’s two to one you'll like Gin and Votrix, if you 


speedier job. —— “ mix it in these proportions! Two-thirds Gin, 
one-third Votrix. 














For speed and efficiency in building and civil engineering 
JOHN LAING AND SON LIMITED Established in 1848 VOTRIX Sweet 10/- Dry 12/6 
London, Carlisle, Johannesburg, Lusaka 
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A SOUND INVESTMENT 


Shares in the Westbourne Park Building 
Society are the ideal form of investment. 


They " Tax paid by 
yield s the Society 
No depreciation of capital, no initial 


expenses. Withdrawals at short notice. For 
investment Brochure, write to the General 


WESTBOURNE 
PARK 


BUILDING SOCIETY 
WESTBOURNE GROVE, LONDON, W.2. 


Assets £18,500,000 Reserves £1,380,000 
ud ini al al pl 
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OLD WHISKY by 











A Noble Scotch—Blended for Connoisseurs 








THE FAMOUS ‘MOSSBROS' | 
Mackintosh 


Available in all sizes. Also a wide | 
range of gaberdine raincoats | 


| 
MOSS BROS 


OF Covent GAaePEN 
THE COMPLETE MAN'S STORE 


Junction of 

© Garrick and Bedford Streets, W.C.2 | 
. Temple Bar 4477 
AND BRANCHES 





* 


Bea thes Theateree Yous 


THE [8ct. GOLD OMEGA 


To CoMMEMORATE this memorable year Omega have 
created a special watch. Fashioned with all the 
traditional skill and artistry of the finest English watch 
case craftsmen it has been designed to perpetuate the 
lustre of an historic event. Its heavy 18ct. gold case 
houses the world-renowned Omega 30 mm. move- 
ment, coveted fer its outstanding observatory successes. 
An Omega watch remains a silent symbol of its owner's 
unerring taste. Those who wear one of these rare new 
gold Omegas will be fortunate indeed; they will 
possess one of the finest watches made anywhere im 


the world. 
Pride 6” 19 0 


OMEGA 


Write to the Omega Watch Co. (England) Ltd., (Dept. A. 
26-30 Holborn Viaduct, London, EC.1, far list of authorised jewellers 
twhose ewaranices alone are recognised. 
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By Appointment Wine ee Merchants to H.M. the King 


Choose your preference from these 


SIX LESS EXPENSIVE 


HARVEY 


The sherry you offer reveals 
your taste and judgement. You of 
course know of **Bristol Milk’’ and 
“Bristol Cream’’ as two of the 
world’s supreme sherries. Their 
price and scarcity, alas, at 
present preclude their being served 
regularly. But from the same famous 
cellars come other good sherries, 
more plentiful and at prices to suit 
the pocket for everyday use. This 
sample case enables you to compare 
six of these at your leisure and to 
select your preference for future 
use. Your hospitality will thence- 
forth be founded upon a sherry of 
distinction — Harvey's. 





Sherries 


From the 
World-famous 
‘BRISTOL MILK’ 
Cellars 





the CASE 
CONTAINS 


1 Bott, BROWN CAP, pale dry 17/6 
1 Bott. FINITA, full pale 17/6 
1 Bott. ANITA, light brown, 18/- 
1 Bott. FINO, light pale dry 18/- 

1 Bort. CLUB AMONTILLADO, — 
dry 18/6 

1 Bott. MERIENDA, pale 
medium dry 18/6 


FREE: } bottle of 


Harvey's 
“HUNTING” PORT 
(Price 22/- per Bottle) 


CASE COMPLETE 
ine. ee llo/- 
package 











Send remittance to 


HARVEYS 


OF BRISTOL 
JOHN HARVEY & SONS LTD. 
Founded 1796 
HEAD OFFICE: Pipe Lane, Bristol 1 


London Office: 
40 King Street, St. James's, S.W.1 


x 


Subsidie:y Companies or - Branches at: 

Kidd » Cardiff, P h, Devon- 

port, Chatham, Glasgow and at Beatties 
of Wolverhampton 





Cvs-47 


Punch, September 12 1951 








CHRISTYS’ WILDFOWL 


A soft mixture felt with a sporting air. The choice 
of colour is strictly ornithological — Greenfinch, 
Eider or Merlin — but the hat may be worn with 
equal success by numismatists, philatelists and 
connoisseurs of good hats. 


CHRISTYS’ HATS 


OBTAINABLE FROM 
CHRISTY & CO. LTD., 35 GRACECHURCH STREET, E.C.3 


(Entrance in Lombard Court) 


and good class men’s shops everywhere 








4 reasons for liking Personna 
blades in this handy dispenser 


ree 


Personna Precision Bladesarehollow- 
ground so sharp that they can split a 
human hair into 7 separate strands 








i underside 
compartment to dispose of discarded 
blades . . . It’s neater . . . it's safer! 


PERSONNA 
Precision Blades 





Costs no more. Ten Per- 

sonna Precision Blades in 

the Zipak cost just 2/6 . . 
that’s the price of the blades alone! 


and you get Zipak’s extra conveni- 
ence and safety free. Buy Personna 
in the faster, neater Zipak — today! 


10 BLADES for 2/6 
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W hat sort 
of a dance does 
life lead you... 


gay and lighthearted, 

or slow and ponder- 

ous ? Whatever your 
age you should enjoy life. Being overweight means 
turning your back on pleasures, because you neither 
feel nor look fit. Change all this —the free Linia 
Booklet B19 will tell you how. Obtainable from 
the address below : 


LINIA BELTS 


Sold only by J. ROUSSEL Ltd. 
177 Regent St, London W1 Tel Regent 7570 
and at Birmingham, Bristol, Leeds, Liverpool, Manchester, Glasgow 








UnrufHle d » + « Silvifix Hair Cream will keep 


your hair under perfect control — even in life’s most strenu- The Jaeger 51 sock, introduced only this 
ous moments. And without gumming or greasiness! Highly 
concentrated, a jar of Silvifix lasts 3 to 4 times as long as other 
dressings. Silvifix is made for those who prefer something classic in the Jaeger family. And it 


year, has already become an established 


just a little better than the ordinary. 


igtcbe, nce ws costs only 6/11 a pair! Here is a newly 


designed sock of pure Jaeger wool, shrink- 
resisting, nylon-reinforced at heel and 
toe, in a large range of most attractive 
mixed and plain colours—and for only 6/11 


Indeed, you can afford Jaeger 


Bw ® & 


Merino Sheep Cashmere Goat Anpora Goat Bactrian Caml 


pn tee feiger 











Permanent 
Sales Centre for 
BEAUTYREST 
BILLOWBED 
DUNLOPILLO 

RELYON 
SLEEPEEZEE 

SLUMBERLAND 
SOMNUS 
STAPLES 

VI-SPRING 


Bteteee 
saw Chem 
eke 


London JOHN PERRING Enterprise ng Centre 


13 Brompton Rd, KNIGHTSBRIDGE S.W.3. Phone: KNI 1777 


Main Furniture Showrooms KINGSTON-on-Thames (Opp. Bus Station) 
and Branches in the following towns JACKAMANS Led 
WORTHING GUILDFORD STAINES EAST SHEEN 
OXFORD T OUGH WOKING 
TWICKENHAM READING RICHMOND 


CHICHESTER GRAYS 
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MONDAY... 


Rang up Joan today. 
She adores her new 
home, and was thrilled 
with my present of 
Rigg’s Sheets. 


Ask your retailer for Rigg’s Sheets. if any 
difficulty, write for name of retailer to the 
manufacturers, RIGG BROTHERS LTD., 
38, FAULKNER ST.. MANCHESTER, |. 









































Telephone: Stoke-on-Trent 84261/62 - 


Telegrams: Steventon * Burslem and at Middlewich ‘ Cheshire - 


. The warm tracery of 
Summer sunlight steals further 
into the room bringing to life 
all the delicate colours and 
hidden charm of your Royal 
Venton Fireplace—in Summer 
and Winter the pride of your 





Zs Ol WA CMON» 


FIREPLACES 
JOHN STEVENTON & SONS LTD - BURSLEM * STOKE-ON-TRENT * STAFFS 


Telephone 152 
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(Pormerty J. B. Lewis & Bons Lid.) Supplicrs to Wholessie Trade 








The Jacqmar 
Autumn Collection 
of Ready-to-wear 
Suits and Coats 


Created specially by Digby Morton and leading 
American designers—exclusively in sACQMAR 
famous tweeds and fine worsteds (American 
and English sizings). 


16 GROSVENOR STREET LONDON Wi 








The Seotch Blackfaced sheep 
comes in for a lot of acclamation, 
for he’s the chap whose springy 
wool gives resilience to BM K 
carpets. Blended with other fine 
wools, it’s woven with old 
Kilmarnock craftsmanship, 





CARPETS AND 


BMK label—hailed with 
RUGS 


cries of joy all over the country ! 








BLACKWOOD MORTON KILMARNOCK 








x worth her aN 


will 5) ee at any wool 


but the best... 


and the best wool is Lavenda. It keeps 
its lovely softness and colour through 
endless wear and endless tubbings. 
Lavenda-knitted woollies always 
look new and gay whatever 

their age, and whatever 

their adventures. 


LAVENMDA .... ite: 00 
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Chocolote Sandwich—from The Main Cookery Book 


The joy of a 
Main gas cooker * 
is that it ensures 
success—even for the \ 
neryous novice—because \ 
its Mainstat controls 
the oven heat and cuts 


\ out all guesswork. The 


hotplate provides efficient boiling, simmering 
and grilling. It is beautifully enamelled, |too, and all 
taps are safe from accidental turning. Have a look 
at the Main cookers in your Gas Showrooms. 


CESS every = = c 


GAS COOKERS 











and thank Hovis 
for that 
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Every housewife has this problem 


How can I get 
them to eat? 


HEN there is illness in the house one immediately 
remembers Brand’s Essence. But many housewives 

find that Brand’s Essence is the answer when members of 
their families are not really ill, but so overtired and over- 
strained that they simply cannot face food. 
Today’s difficult problem of finding something that will 


not tax the digestion, but 
put new heart into a tired 
person, is really solved by 
Brand's. 

Brand's is made from fine beef 
or chicken. It imposes no strain on 
jaded or weak stomachs. Because it 
is quickly absorbed, it immediately 
gets to work restoring tone, in- 
creasing energy production and 
the sense of well-being, and im- 
proving appetite. See that you 
have Brand’s Essence in your 
store cupboard. 








Brand's Essence revives strength, 
fenews appetite, especially during 
the difficult time of convalescence, 
Brand's can be taken in practically 
every case of digestive disorder. 


FOR THE OVERTIRED 
When a person is too tired to eat, 
Brand's Essence, taken during half- 
an-hour’s relaxation before a meal, 
will create an appetite for food. It 
breaks the vicious circle of over- 
tiredness that produces loss of appe- 
tite and, in turn, more fatigue. 





FOR DIFFICULT CHILDREN 
Children who are not ill have days 
of refusing to eat their food. On off 
days like this, a few spoonfuls of 
Brand's will quickly revive their 


Taken as elevenses or before a light 
mid-day meal, Brand*s Essence is a 
wonderful reviver for a tired house- 
wife. It will teally help on the 
day's work. 


In cases of tiredness or lack of appetite which are abnormal 
or are unduly prolonged, you should consult a doctor. 


_Brand’s Essence of Beef 3/3 
Brand’s Essence of Chicken 4/3 


TIREDNESS OF OLD AGE 
When the body grows older, the di- 
gestive system tends to slow down. 
Brand's helps to restore any defici- 
ency between digestive ability and 
bodily needs, besides acting as a 
gentle stimulant to the digestion. 


ae 
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“An elegant sufficiency, 
Content” 


JAMES THOMSON 


Sufficient unto itself is the contentment you 
will find in smoking an EMBASSY CIGAR. 
So we will say nothing about the 
care we take, and have taken for 
70 years, in selecting the best 
leaf. We will not even mention 
the mild and subtle Havana 
flavour. Smoke your 
EMBASSY CIGAR 


fs 


Ww 
cn W 
wo HP 7 civ tor 
THE BEST MEN’S | GP ley CIGARS 


SHOPS SELL | 
HD+BO Wills. 





BC4H 





Mate ty WD. 2 H. 0. Wills, Branch ef The Imperial Tobacco Company (of Great Britain & Ireland) , Lid, 





Made in Great Britain ——- by 
LYLE & SCOTT LTD. OF HAWICK, SCOTLAND, and IDEAL HOUSE, ARGYLL ST., LONDON, W.1 | 





Good shoes deserve 
good treatment... 


Meltonian 


SHOE CREAMS 
& DRESSINGS 





for footwear in all walks of life 





ROBERT HIRST & CO. LTD., HAMMERAIN HOUSE. HAMMERTON ST. BRADFORD 
Write for address of your nearest stockist. ndh. 
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“Ghrough 


the years 


these men’s 


pyjamas 


‘Clydella’ lasts longer ~— 


will never BG 


lose their 
softness, 
warmth 


or colour 


Clydella 


Sizes 38 to 44 inches chest. Price 79/6 includes Purchase Tax. 


There's nothing to equal 


REGD. 


IF If SHRINKS WE REPLACE * 


MADE BY THE MAKERS OF ‘VIYELLA” AND ‘DAYELLA’ 
l WHAIAM HOLLINS & COMPANY LIMITED, NOTTINGHAM 
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The cable system which connects the members of the Commonwealth with the United 
Kingdom and the world at large is owned, maintained and developed by Cable & Wireless 
Ltd. This Company control some 155,000 nautical miles of deep-sea cable and more than 
100 wireless circuits, and operate also the external cable and wireless services of certain 
foreign countries where they hold concessions. The Company are unique, for theirs is the 





largest integrated system of cable and wireless communications in the world. Apart from 
owning and maintaining this system, the Company actually operate the external tele- 


communicatidns of most of the Crown Colonies. 


KEY TO PHOTOGRAPHS—Left to Right: 1. 4 cable winch being lowered om to the 
dech of acable ship. 2. An Officer takes observations from the bridge of a cable ship. 
3- The bow sheaves of a cable ship with cable passing into the sta. 4. Routing 
messages in a telegraph station. 5. A section of a control panel in a telegraph station. 


CABLE & WIRELESS LTD 


~ Electra House, Victoria Embankment, London, W.C.2 
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TO OVERSEAS READERS 
LONDON’S BEST 
BOOKSHOP OFFERS 


THE ENGLISH 
BOOK SERVICE 


This service is designed to meet the needs of overseas readers 
who would like to receive outstanding new books from 
England as soon as they are published. For an annual 
subscription of £8 8s. (£4 4s. for half a year) we will send 
each month, postage paid, a new non-fiction volume by an 
English author. We make our selection from advance 
copies of all new volumes and care is taken not to duplicate 





the Book Society choice. 


Write for our brochure giving full details 
of the above and other overseas services 


THE X%&888% TIMES 


BOOKSHOP 


42 WIGMORE STREET LONDON W.1 





WELbeck 3781 


LEARN A LANGUAGE | 
THE EASY | 


ASSiMil 
WAY 


By next Spring you can learn a new language. For a 
quarter of a century Assimil courses have been recognised 
on the Continent as the easiest method of learning 
languages. 

Assimil is a living, up-to-date method 

that teaches you in your own home, 

languages as they are spoken—without 

the drudgery of learning by heart. 

Assimil Books, Assimil Re- 

cords, or a combination of 

both bring you a thoroughly 

practical means of home 

study. 


ASSIMIL {Engiend), Dept. A186, 43, Grove Park Road, CHISWICK, 
LONDON, W.4. send, without obligation, full details of 


R 5 5 i m 5 L LANGUAGE COURSES 


in French, Italian, Spanish, German, Russian 
lam interested in ([) Books 








NAME 
ADDRESS 























Dutch 
Bulbs 
sf 


Now !*.. 


forcing should be potted 
before the end of this 
month and garden 

bulbs should be ordered 
now. Good bulbs are 
ob'ainable from many 
sources. Be sure to get the 
best—ask for Dutch bulbs. 








time for a classic to grow 


Sometimes it seems as though the shape of a car gets altered some- 
how. Each year it gets harder to put names to the shapes you sec. 
And then there are the classics. Not many. You can count them on 
your fingers and the Javelin is one. They keep their character. 

It takes time for a classic to grow-—concentrating all the time on 
improvements that don't hit the eye. It’s not spectacular —nothing 
to make headlines—no gaping crowds—no change just for the 
sake of it. 

But quietly, unobtrusively the essentia! quolities are made perfect. 
Brakes, soundproofing, lighting, suspension, comfort—all these 
and other features improve in detail. Racing experience has a lot 
to do with refining things you'd think couldn't be refined—and 
Jowetts are internationally famous for their successes. 

Just about now the javelin is taking its place among the classics — 
@ car by which other cars are judged. 

This car is @ waste of money if you don't care what a car does. 
There's such a lot built into it that doesn't really show until you 
have it in your hands —performance, comfort and 30 m.p.g. 


Top speed, electrically timed, 80 m.p.h. Acceleration 0-60 m.p.h. in 
22.4 secs. (“The Autocar’’ Road Test). Horizontally opposed flat- 
four 50 B.H.P. Engine. 


1 litre 
JOWETT JAVELIN 


take a good look when it passes you 
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STRENGTH 
AND INTEGRITY 


Friendly contact with each customer 
is synonymous with the banking house 
of Glyn, Mills & Co. No matter 
whether it is a private customer or a 
large concern, this bank still preserves 
the personal touch. It also provides 
a completely modern banking service, 
one that has earned a reputation for 
strength and integrity throughout the 


world. 


GLYN, MILLS & CO. 
BANKERS 
HEAD OFFICE: 67 LOMBARD STREET, 
LONDON, E.C.3 


Associated Banks: 


Royal Bank of Scotland, Williams Deacon’s Bank Ltd. 


"Il 















































The JowetteJupiter is a faster convertible version of the Javelin, 
with the same engine modified for speed. It won its class at Le Mans 
in 1950 and won yet again in 1951. It came 

1st and 2nd in the Monte Carlo Rally, 

, 1h litre class, in 1951, and 

}, won the Lisbon Rally outright. 


For extra pleasure and satisfaction— 


CHURCHMAN’S No.1 
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ARE YOU SURE 
YOU'VE GoT 
THE RIGHT PRESCRIPTION? 


With machines human or otherwise it’s a wise 
precaution to make sure you put the right stuff in the right place. 

Esso Industrial Lubricants are made to suit every 
industrial need and, to ensure the best results, Esso Lubrication experts 
will visit factories anywhere in the U.K. to advise, free-of-charge, on 
lubrication problems. Why not write to us today? 


ion 
| 


INDUSTRIAL LUBRICANTS 


ESSO PETROLEUM COMPANY LIMITED, 36 QUEEN ANNE'S GATE, LONDON, &.W.1 








RED-X nthe All ae 
is only PART of the story! iam “S$cRuFFY? 


| | 
if if’s dry and ORD Med does! 


in the upper cylinder those extra properties o| : = : 
which, when added to the sump, gear box and = ; lil > ee ARE YOU CALLED ‘scRUFFY’—just because of 
i iG / your hair ? If it’s dry, lifeless, or if dandruff 
- shows, the betting is you are/ 
nd corrosion. a Why not end that scruffiness now! All these 
al sdvablnes cen ook te cana things are signs of ugly Dry Scalp, and that 
after a complete REDeX Conversion Is this your hair? Dry? calls for ‘Vaseline’ Brand Hair Tonic. 
with all results precision-checked to @ i}. & Hard t0 heep in, place? en eas eDon aoe 
decimal, proved by specialised instru & sips eet pow of this amazing hair tonic ends Dry 
ments and recorded on your Con- Aijing ee 
version Record Chart. REDeX ee : : 
has been accepted for a generation 
wherever oil is used. 





Average Improvements include : 
15% MORE M.P.G. 40° FASTER ACCELERATION 
5M.P.H. FASTER HILL-CLIMBING 








“ay, 


The remarkable results of the [~ ~ ~~ ~ = = = = == == 
treatment and FREE PROOF ! 











me HAIR TONIC “rm«renos 


Y SCALP 
#"Vaseline™ is the registered trade mark of the Chesebrough Mig. Oo. Lid. 














Punch, September 12 1951 


Navara Eliya is YOO miles inland from Ceylon’ s port of 
Colombo—7,000 miles from the English fields where a famous 
Jersey herd is bred. There were risks to by faced in having 
the bull calf and three heifers shipped out across the world. 
Thetr new owner—like so many wise men of all nations— 
covered those risks with a British Insurance Company, 


British Insurance Companies 
back World Enterprise 


issued by the British Insurance Association 








==: 


SL 











== fy === 





First Favourites! 
Put it down to purity of leaf: to cool, even 
smoking: or to rigid exclusion of artificial 
flavouring: the fact remains that John Cotton 
tobacco in pipe or cigarette has that something 
which satisfies. And its record as a first favourite 
for 180 years proves that the satisfaction is a pier Sot 
lasting one. 


OT “ Nate - ples C eR oe be 
at th ete a a eS yo y 
John Cotton Tobacco _ John Cotton DOUBLE DIAMOND 
Nos. | and 2, 4/9 an oz. No. | Cigarettes 
No. 4, 4/5 an oz. 3/10 for 20 
a works wonders 
BY APPOINTMENT j 6 


=P, fed, fet f= 


LL 


a<é 


== 


CrGAR MERCHANTS 


tonm rnanne Made in Edinburgh since 1770 
IND COOPE’S BOUBLE BIAMOND BREWED AT BURTON 
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He’s loading 6 tons in I5 minutes.. 


——— : es: MWh... _— ! 
sae pL // - seme fill i) 155 
nh i 
r ae " lTT fA Le r= a 3 Md 
- <= - = = Ld 


: : ep. - 








Heavy stuff, steel wire. Awkward to handle, too, Getting 
the day’s despatch quota away on the lorries was a major headache—till this big wire works went over 
to mechanical handling. Today, one man with one electric truck lifts and carries and loads 6 tons in half 
the time a gang of men needed to do the same 


job. A bottle-neck has been eliminated. A 
For mechanical handling ot lowest cost 


heavy wage bill has been cut to one-fifth. And ELECTRIC TRUCKS* POWERED BY 


the same thing is happening in works and fac- Exide-lroncdad BATTERIES 


tories all over the country. Wherever handling i abeseneaie 

is taken over by these new electric trucks — CHLORIDE 
silent, easy to operate, speedy, fumeless and 

cheap to run—costs are cut, output is raised BATTERIES LIMITED 


& wasted manpower freed for productive work. EXINE WORKS + CLIFTON JUNCTION . NEAR MANCHESTER 


"The Gaxery Traction Depertment of Chioride Botterres Limited. will giodty discuss with you ony spect of electric trection 








ST. LEGER 


What are they talking about? A 


No, they’re not talking about the Sales. 
They’re talking about Burrough’s Gin. People who 
really understand, and really think about their gin 
drinks, always prefer Burrough’s, because it is triple 
distilled. This extra refinement makes it soft, smooth 
and perfectly clean to the palate. 

Delicious taken plain, Burrough’s Gin also “ keeps 
its place’ in even the most delicate cocktails. Price 


33/9 per bottle ; 17/7 per half bottle. 
ENJOYED SINCE 1820 


BURROUGHS Gv 


BEEFEATER 
IT 1S TRIPLE J DISTILLED! 


JAMES BURROUGE LTD., 75 CALE DISTILLERY, BUTTON BROAD, 6.8.11 








(“Young man, you’re missing 
something 5 a ‘ For a young man without 


capital, there is no quicker 


way to financial stability than | 
by taking out a Life Policy | 


with The London Assurance. 


For 25'- amonth—{15.0. 10 | 


a year—he can assure his life 
9 at the age of 20 years for no 
less than £1,000. Even at 30, 


f the cost is under {20 a year. | 


Policies for larger or smaller 
amounts can be obtained if 
: desired. 
Read this book —it’s a mine of information With this security he can 


The earlier you take out a Life Policy the less  TiSk marrying on a slender in- 
it costs. If you haven’t looked into its péssi- come, and as each year passes, 


bilities as an economical way of gaining finan- he will have behind him an | 


cial security on a slender income, send for ,; asing i 

this book before you are a day older. It tells sada he apna areal be 
you how Life Insurance protects both you b by am mr “ 
and your dependants, saves income tax, helps needs money in business, for 
you to meet every financial difficuly the house purchase or to meet a 
future may bring. Post this coupon now. personal emergency. 


THE LONDON ASSURANCE 


Mery gooct fatpls he Atal with 





The London Assurance, 1 King William St. London, E.C.4. 
| Please send me your booklet “How to be Well Assured” 
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uitable 


measures ! 


god di atthe 


and auch could hardly ie 

The staff is hand-picked." And Pe 
range in abundance. May we hope that) = 
this message may soften for you ; 

the hard facts of the times? 


Bespoke Tailoring Department— 2nd Floor 


ah 
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The welcome bustle of leaving moorings .. . and the settling 
into the fitful routine of a passage. The brassy glare of the 
sun... the infinite twinkling of the rippled sea. The 
‘chunk, chunk’ of wavelets on the hull. . 


SL 
. and the baking NUMBER st VEN 
stillness of a run before the wind. And for perfection one “ 


thing more — . 


Abdulla‘Virginia’ No.7 


* ALSO Abdulla Turkish and Egyptian 


ABDULLA & CO LIMITED 173; NEW BOND STREET LONDON WI 
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that women have ever asked for in refrigerator 
improvements. Packed with new ideas—exclusive 
features—and, most important of all, giving most 
Storage capacity for the smallest possible outside 
dimensions. Everything is right — including the 


THE NEw , i 


ENGLISH ELECTRIC 


vetvigerator 
BRINGING YOU itt BETTER LIVING 


Write now for fully descriptive folder and address 

of your nearest dealer to: The ENGLISH 

ELECTRIC Company Limited, (DAS.212), 

Queens House, Kingsway, London, W.C.2. aw a 


Here is the refrigerator that really has everything remarkably low price, and the 5-year guarantee 
on the sealed, silent-running refrigerating unit. 
CAPACITY 7°6 cu. ft. 
\ 
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As fresh 


as a sea breeze 


Shippams 


for a packed lunch—or tea-time 


You'll love Shippam’s Pilchard 

& Tomato Paste for its delicious 

flavour alone . . . and if you could , 

see the fine fresh pilchards and the ~ 
sun-ripened tomatoes that go into it... Only the best 
the tiled cleanliness of the kitchens pool" 


my 
where it’s made... you'd owen Jer 


Pilchard & Tomato Paste 


CHOCULAUOOTUTYOOATEETOGUOTOOEOEOONUED NOON OO OOAOOEAuenoOUNOEOUOUONN ONT esusnaqaneneaeananyy 


i 5 
Ask Ski Joe Brownfield of the 


g make-sure you got Shippam’s. Newiyn Pilchard Fleet. he knows 


c. SHIPPAM L£To., CHICHESTER 





Dufrais Special Vinegars give you all 
the fresh, natural flavour of the herbs 
and spices from which they are pro- 
duced. 

They provide a happy means of 
imparting piquant, appetising flavours 
to dishes of every kind. 


UFRAIS 


VINEGARS 


DUFRAIS & CO, LTD., «7 SOUTH LAMBETIi ROAD, LONDON, S.W.8 








The “Yorkseal’’ for 






































Warmth — in the room, in the oven, in the taps; the 
friendly companionable glow of an open fire; ease of 
operation, cleanliness, economy and obedience — 
these are the priceless benefits of the Radiation 
“ Yorkseal” model. 

Thecheerful fire thrives on any type of domestic solid 
fuel. The controls really do control: once the cooker 
is up to cooking heat (in a remarkably short time) 
you are absolute master. How ever much you use the 
hotplate, the oven temperature can be maintained: 
every cook knows how important that is! Price, in- 
cluding plate rack, fully insulated cover, handrail and 
steel boiler, £52. Ask to see this Radiation Model at 
your local merchant's, or write to us. 


Radiation Group Sales Ltd., Leeds. 


SOLID FUEL Radiation COOKERS 
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WHEN I CONSIDER Rodin’s ‘Thinker I marvel 
that he could think at all, perched on that knobbly 
lump of rock! To my mind the higher activities 


} 
| 
| 
| 
| 


are only given full play when the lower 
extremities are in restful suspension . . . 
but perhaps I am prejudiced . . . (for 

I am sitting in my Parker-Knoll chair) 

perhaps one thinks better, sitting 

on a chunk of granite . . . 

perhaps I'll try it one day... 

but not just now — 

my Parker-Knoll is far too 


comfortable. 


*To get the genuine article, 
see that the salesman writes 
the name “ Parker-Knoll” 
om your receipt. 


the different — delicious PARKER-KNOLL 


salad creaini PARKER-KNOLL LTD - THE COURTYARD - FROGMOOR : HIGH WYCOMBE - BUCKS 


= 
CVS-40 








| OVERWORKED? RUN DOWN? WORN OUT? 








M° Vitie and Price’ 
—that’s what 
Granny always 
says 


about biscuits” 


How an 8-week course of Sanatogen 
can give you health and strength 
I you surrer from bodily and nervous 
exhaustion today, it may be you are not | 58% More Energy in 14 Days! 
getting enough protein foods, like meat. By 
Roding your “starved"’ cells with vital extra 7 + & group of workers 
protein, Sanatogen strengthens your whole 
system. Daily Sanatogen supplies the protein 
DIG ESTIVE | nourishment of 6 oz. of lean beef. Sanatogen 
i Bx yep of 95% casein and 5% phosphorus 
a ee . (for nerve building). Sanatogen is the only 
Su eet Meal > tonic you can buy in which protein and 
oy 7 , phosphorus are combined in such an easily 
BISCUITS b ne as: ; 2 digestible form —invaluable in illness and 
¥ P ‘me: . convalescence. Take Sanatogen 
A three times daily for eight weeks 


c ~ Pe ed > —not a stimulant but a nourish- 
2 : 7 2 = | ing tonic. From all chemists: 
a oe 4 oz. 6/3; 8 oz. 11/8; 2 Ib. 40)-. 


& PRICE wn © ©] SANATOGEN 1 rrorem verve rome 


Praised by over 25,000 doctors in the past 5Q years 
MCVITIE & PRICE LTD + EDINBURGH + LONDON - MANCHESTER The word “Sanatogen’ is the regd. trade mark of G Léd., Loughb gh, Leics. 
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“Tr only a sufficient number 
of Russians could live in this 
country for a while,” suggests a 
correspondent, “their attitudé 
towards us might improve.” 
The trouble is that the Russians 
seem to have been thinking on 
the same lines. 


a 


This Confusing Age 
“Now Sor 
REParrs 
May BE 
CHEAPER.” 
“Daily Express” 
“Snore Rerarkine 
May Cost Mors.” 
“Daily Mail” same day 


a 


Because accommodation for 
the public at the Royal Mint is 
limited many applications have 
to be refused daily from people 
who wish to see the money 
being made. Disappointed 
visitors are advised that they 
have still time to go to the 
South Bank and see the money 
being lost. 


u 


CHARIVARIA 


Foreign travellers are some- 
times mystified fby the symbol 
BR-R which appears on railway 
buffet cups. Then when they've 
sampled the tea they begin to 
get the idea. 


a 


““The Recruiting Officer,’ by 
George Farq Seats /-, 7/-, 
5/- and 3/6. Please Boo at the 
Theatre.” 

Advt. in “Sutton Coldfield News” 


More peace propaganda ! 
a 


An American has invented 
a scheme for electrically heat- 
ing pavements. Reporters have 
long felt the need for something 


‘more up-to-date for frying 


eggs on. 
a 


It is proposed to place a 
plaque at 100 Lambeth Road, 


where Bligh of the Bounty 
once lived. We hope the local 
council won't let any film com- 
pany bounce them into paying 
a royalty. 
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It is officially denied that 
the heavily guarded diplomat 
who left London last week for 
an unknown destination was 
carrying the plans for Satur- 
day’s soccer broadcast. 


a 


A prisoner who escaped 
from Indiana County Gaol 
returned after two days, ex- 
plaining that he had just been | 
on a@ fishing trip. That was as 
far as he meant to go towards 
slinging his hook. 


a 


During a procession in Delhi 
an elephant lifted a woman up 
by her hair and dropped her 
into a fountain. He was perhaps 
disappointed in The quality of 
her bun. 

a 


“During the last war she sum 
moned Madame Rita to the Palace 
and asked her to turn it inside out.” 

“Star” 
What, single-handed ? 








CASUAL 


Fes you direct me, sir, to Casual Street ? 

You are yourself a stranger here? Alas, 

so once was I. You are most fortunate 

being young, and a stranger new-come on the Town, 

it well may come to pass— 

who knows! At the second turning on the right 

and around the next corner, your Casual Street 
may lie 

in wait for you, as for me long ago 

somewhere—I'd almost swear, between Crooked Lane 

(which of all the streets in the City is the most straight) 

and Bevis Marks. Or else it may befall 

that you will stumble on it close at hand 

by Crutched Friars, or hugging London Wall. 

Or lies it in the purlieus of Soho 

near Orange Street, in a turning off the Haymarket? 

I have forgotten. Perhaps it is in Bow, 


or in the Borough; or then, again, it may lie 
enchanted, tucked away at Peckham Rye 
where the point-fingered steeples piously 

prick the pale, evening-primrose London sky. 


& 
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STREET 


It could be near the river, at Hammersmith, 

Wapping Old Stairs, or close to London Bridge 

or down in Shadwell Basin, cluttered with 

the dockside junk of man’s sea-going affairs. 

I can’t remember. I would know the curved roof-ridge 

above the little greengrocer’s shop, which sold 

Jaffas, a penny each, big as lamps of gold 

in that Aladdin’s cave of jewelly fruits 

and garlic smells. I would recognize the tune 

gay, broken, but lilting, lilting, tinny yet airy 

played by the stump-legged man with the tingalairy. 

Oh, snap my fingers! I’d catch the saucy wink 

of the Phil May cockney girl in the feathered ‘at 

and wink back, and we'd laugh because we were 
young... 

No more. I only wished to tell you that 

I envy you when you find Casual Street 

young, and a stranger new-come on the Town. 

It was paved with gold: that’s perfectly true, with gold: 


See ‘im? ’E’s talkin’ to ’isself, poor old clown. 
R. C. Scriven 


& 


1°VE HARMONIZED MY HOME 
With acknowledgments to any woman's journd 


HE first impression a visitor to my flat gets is one 

of severe simplicity—yet of a place where one could 
relax, feel at home, without tripping over carefully 
arranged furniture. The second impression—well, 
take my kitchenette. Many thoughtless people would 
have changed that old wooden sink with the hole stopped 
with putty for a bright new tin one. But I had the 
inspiration to paint a hunting scene in lively colours 
round the outside, with the fox—as I explain laughingly 
to inquirers—out of sight down the waste. 

The room was once two cupboards; but I smashed 
the thin partition between them, boarded up one door, 
and with an imaginative use of black and white paint 
conveyed an effect of size and space. So that when I 
hang up my cup after tea on a rather commonplace 
nail, I can walk out sideways into my little hall. Well, 
let me be honest—I call it my hall. It’s not a place of 
wide vistas, but I cut the legs away from an old 
umbrella-stand-with-mirror and stood it on its side; 
and although guests have to kneel to see themselves 
in the mirror, they are envious of the good taste and 
unusual effect of the affair. 

For my lounge I chose a full red motif. Bold, yes— 
but striking. To underline the characteristics of the 
room I slashed the dull glow of the wallpaper with 
plain roses, so that the hue-values are concentrated 
warmly round the gas fire. 

[ admit to a few—may I say pardonable ?—idiosyn- 
crasies for my bedroom. Working on the idea that 


privacy should be Spartan, I rooted about in old junk 
shops until I found an early milking-stool. I evened 
the feet, painted the legs dove grey, and covered the 
whole with distinctive cretonne. The idiosyncrasy? 
Well, I nailed castors to the feet, and thus T have an 
occasional coffee - table - cum - loungie - cum- ornament, 
which lifts the whole room right out of this world. 

I am, I confess, curtain-conscious. I can’t resist 
them. The bedroom window has draped round it— 
apparently casually, but that is the art of it—two and a 
half yards of thick felting (fourteen inches wide at 3/7d. 
a yard) hanging from a narrow pelmet attached by 
drawing pins to the wall. I may have to keep the 
window closed, but at least I’m cosy. 

One of my best buys was a rusty old dumb waiter. 
I picked it up in one of those delightful old open-air 
stores for half a crown. Fantastic, you say? Ab, but 
wait! I chromiumed the tray, sandpapered the legs, 
and stuck scenes from a Japanese tea-garden, seemingly 
haphazardly, all over. You see, don’t you, what I was 
trying to achieve? A dining table in three layers so that 
I could eat off the top, have my second course ready on 
the second layer—and a receptacle for my dirty dishes 
was there at my hand on the third. Dinner parties 
have few horrors for me now. 

Do you react to this brief description of my flat in 
the same way as my guests generally do’ With but a 
little imagination you can easily do the same to your 
own home. 
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WARDERS OF THE SKY 


{Last yeai the R.A.F. Benevolent Fund spent over £600,000 in grants, ete., and help was given in more than 
27,000 cases. Donations are urgently needed and may be sent to Lord Riverdale, R.A.F. Benevolent Fund, 
1 Sloane Street, London, 8.W.1) 

















“Quickly now—make up your minds. You can go on 
the Rotor but you can only look at the Skylon .. . 


ENGLISHMAN’S HOME 


“(HERE are how many officials, 
would you say, who are author- 
ized to enter private houses without 
a warrant? Nineteen thousand, 
one hundred and ninety-five.” 

“You didn’t give me time to 
answer. In another minute I might 
have got the right number.” 

“It’s true, you know.” 

“T don’t doubt it’s true. The 
most I permit myself to hope is 
there’s a statutory rule and order 
against their all turning up at 
once.” 

“Tf it’s a crowd you’re afraid of 
you’re going to be disappointed. 
There’s another five thousand, nine 
hundred and eighty-eight who are 
authorized to’enter private houses 
alone.” 

“You mean the first nineteen 
thousand, one hundred and ninety- 
five only go about in couples? And 


that at any minute I’m liable to 
look up and see twenty-five thou- 
sand, one hundred and eighty-three 
officials advancing over the hill 
towards me, the first nineteen 
thousand, one hundred and ninety- 
five arm-in-arm with each other for 
protection, and the other five thou- 
sand, nine hundred and eighty-eight 
stepping it out boldly on their own, 
on the assumption that by the time 
the first nineteen thousand, one 
hundred and ninety-five have been 
disposed of the resistance will be 
pretty well exhausted?” 

“What I mean is that the first 
nineteen thousand, one hundred and 
ninety-five have power to go into 
business premises as well, and to 
enter on land.” 

“Tf you’re in business these 
days you 're asking for trouble. And 
the number of offences that can be 
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committed on land would justify an 
official behind every bush. But what 
do this other five thousand, nine 
hundred and eighty-eight reckon to 
find me doing in my house that 
they'd want to stop? Especially as, 
with all those numbers, I’m pretty 
well bound to see them coming?” 

“Nineteen of them are from the 
Ministry of Civil Aviation.” 

“You mean I might be fiddling 
about with my wireless, and inter- 
fering with radio reception in 
planes?” : 

“Or they might be seeing if 
there was anything worth saving 
before they bulldozed the place 
down to carve out a runway for 
some gigantic airliner of the future, 
which wouldn’t fly, and, if it did, 
nobody would trust themselves to 
it. Or you might have a blooming 
great skylon on your roof 
which——” 

“I’m lucky they haven’t been 
round already. Perhaps they have 
this fortnight I’m away. There’s no 
reason why I have to be there. Who 
are the other five thousand, nine 
hundred and sixty-nine?” 

“Nineteen are from the Ministry 
of Health.” 

“Can’t I be trusted to look after 
my own health now?” 

“Tt isn’t your health they’re 
worried about. It’s the public 
health. It’s no good your starting to 
take offence. They've got their 
duty to do.” 

“Tt doesn’t take nineteen of 
them to do it.” 

“It might, depending on the 
extent of the nuisance. That leaves 
five thousand, nine hundred and 
fifty, that’s all. Seventy-one of 
those are from the Home Office.” 

“To see if it looks a likely place 
to be taken over as an approved 
school, I suppose. Or a possible 
alternative future for it might be to 
use it as a prison without bars.” 

“You ought to be pleased to 
help the officials in their work. The 
Inland Revenue—four thousand, 
nine hundred and thirteen.” 

“They can make it their busi- 
ness to get there first, and enter into 
occupation. It’s the only way I can 
see in any case of discharging my 
obligations to them.” 


“That leaves the final nine 


> 
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hundred and sixty-six from the War 
Damage Commission and Central 
Land Board.” 

“I’m beginning to lose my belief 
in this whole thing. It’s a fantastic 
idea to start with—these hordes of 
officials, and this figure of nine 
hundred and sixty-six is something 
I can definitely disprove. You look 
up the Civil Service List, you'll find 
the War Damage Commission and 
Central Land Board only employ 
two hundred and thirty people.” 

“You're not questioning the 
Financial Secretary to the Treasury, 
I presume—who gave the informa- 
tion in Parliament last session ?” 

“Some of his chaps don’t seem 
to be above questioning me. I simply 
find it difficult to square the figure 
with the Civil Service List. There’s 
tke chairman included in this two 
hundred and thirty, and he’s orly 
part-time, according to the List. 
Working a short day, he can’t have 
much time to spare to go round 
entering people's houses. There’s a 
Principal Information Officer, of 
course, who'll be popping in and 
out of people’s houses most of the 
time. But apart from those two, 
and a few other chapsat Head Office, 
they seem to work in ones and twos 
scattered over the country. Take 
the North Midland Region as just 
one example. There’s a Regional 
Manager and an Assistant Regional 
Manager and, according to the List, 
that’s the lot. Can you imagine 
yourself running the North Midland 
Region, having regard to the war 
damage, and the amount of land, 
with just a Regional Manager and 
an Assistant Regional Manager? 
You wouldn’t have much time on 
your hands to go round entering 
people’s houses.” 

“Well, I don’t know. The only 
thing I can think, the List can’t be 
complete, that’s all. There must be 
a new specialist grade being built up 
—Enterers of People’s Houses. 
E.P.H.s I suppose they'll be called. 
It’s probably the old staffs who are 
entering the houses at the moment, 
and working it in with their normal 
jobs. But they can’t go on like that 
for long. You can see from the 
figures for the Inland Revenue the 
way the thing is beginning to build 
up. Eventually the departments 


will have their own chaps, doing 
nothing else but entering people's 
houses. This seven hundred and 
thirty-six unaccounted for in the 
War Damage Commission and Cen- 
tral Land Board probably means 
they’re using it as a nursery for the 
new grade. With offices all over the 
country, they can train them to 
enter all kinds of houses, and to 
overcome every method of resist- 
ance. Then when they're trained 
they'll be allocated to the different 
departments. Their names will be 
entered in the Civil Service List, and 
the list will swell to twice its size. 
It will become what the Stationery 
Office call a best jseller. Every 
householder will buy it, to know who 
he’s got coming.” 
G. A. C. WrrHertpcr 





THE WILD GREEN WORLD 
= wild green world spins round 
and round 
In unrelenting haste, 
Its frosty pate with ice-cap crowned, 
An equatorial girdle bound 
About its portly waist. 


One morning in a burst of flame 
The sun in anger hurled 

A blob of fury from his wame, 

Which in the course of time became 
The wanton wild green world; 


The wild green world of night and 
day, 
The world of vine and fig, 
The wilful porpoise-world at play 
That wanders on its wild green way 
Dancing a wild green jig. 
R. P. Lister 


“ These are exactly like Martinis but without the alcobol.” 
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CAME THE BRAWN 


“Mr. Universe” 


UM things go on. Or, one as 
might say, the multifarious 
activities of our fellow-men are in- 
exhaustibly surprising. The pro- 
fessions they get themselves into are 
startling enough—taxidermy, lexico- 
graphy, quantity-surveying ; but the 
occupations of their leisure, if only 
we knew them, would probably 
leave us open-mouthed. 

Consider the members of the 
National Amateur Bodybuilders’ 
Association. They dedicate their 
energies exclusively to the accumu- 
lation of muscle; it doesn’t matter 
where it is, or what they do with it 
when they ’ve got it; the point is to 
pile on as much as possible, and 
thus compel frenetic applause from 
other, less accomplished, body- 
builders when the resulting muscula- 
ture is publicly exposed. A really 
first-class upper-arm flexor can pro- 
duce more ecstatic whistles than a 
personal appearance of Miss Yvonne 
de Carlo—and this from a pre- 
dominantly male audience, not one 
of them a man to pick a quarrel 
with. 

I borrow that word musculature, 
with pleasure, from the entry form 
for Nabba’s annual contest for “le 
plus bel athléte du monde” (there is 
a parent body across the Channel, 
the Federation Internationale de 
Culture Physique, or Fiep, as I 
expect the French call it): a copy of 
this reached me too late, unfor- 
tunately, for me to apply, though I 
did toy with the idea of filling it in, 
just for laughs. These I should 
undoubtedly have raised—in the 
first instance from the organizers, 
sent into stitches by my confession 
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Contest, 1951 


to an eight-inch calf, and in the 
second from the packed audience at 
the Scala theatre on this wet 
September Saturday night. Just as 
in Hollywood, where all is pul- 
chritude and grace, the residents 
must sometimes pant for the sight 
of a hammer toe or a wall eye, so 
this muscle-gorged congregation, 
after a three-hour procession of 
blown-up biceps and _ hideously 
mobile abdominal sinews, might 
have hailed my misplaced con- 
vexities and slight flatness of foot 
with cries of hysterical relief. 

And yet, I don’t know. I might, 
on the contrary, have been given the 
thumbs down, and handed over to ~ 
the dubious mercies of Sr. Juan 
Ferrero (Spain: chest expansion | 
forty-nine, calf sixteen). They are 
a serious lot, these bodybuilders. 
When a glint of levity was intro- 
duced into a vaulting-horse item— 
one of the participants entered with 
an old frock-coat over his trunks and 
executed what must have been a 
painful fall—the response was a 
tight-lipped silence. Let us get back, 
the bodybuilders seemed to say, to 
the proper business of the evening; 
at a pinch we are prepared to 
tolerate a modicum of weight- 
lifting as light relief, but cut out the 
fooling. 

It is easy to see that any lurking 
sense of comedy could be a grave 
obstacle to conscientious body- 
building. Next to actual muscula- 
ture the poetry of the pose has to 
stand up to the keenest critical 
appraisal, and without strong re- 
serves of seriousness how could a 
student of muscledom suppress an 
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apologetic chuckle during his 
“straightforward posing, front, back 
and side?” As I watch these man 
mountains (men mountain ?), these 
Atlases of the world, striking their 
stereotyped attitudes on a gilt- 
rimmed, spotlit dais, I am at first 
teased by a sense of recognition, as 
if I knew each knotted thigh and 
rippling triceps; it is ridiculous, of 
course; why, I have never even had 
nightmares about this kind of 
spectacle (up to now), so how could 
I possibly . . .? Then it comes to 
me. These chaps are the living 
embodiment of the photographs in 
the advertisements. The text, you 
remember, begins: “I was a skinny, 
timid weakling of only seven stone, 
afraid to fight, ashamed to be seen 
in a bathing costume. . . .” 

As for the audience, they have 
seen in countless gymnasiums the 
standard poses necessary for the 
dramatic presentation of muscle; 
this has deadened their sense of the 
absurd. They accept with unsmiling 
admiration the fact that the biceps, 
side view, is displayed to the best 
effect if the owner links his fingers 
and strains his arms downwards like 
a prima donna assaulting a high C; 
for them there is nothing strange 

when _ successive 
mounds of mag- 
nificent gristle 
take up a stance 
ineffably demure in 
an effort to exhibit 
pectoral pliability 
or scapular dexter- 
ity. The muscle 
is the thing. No- 
thing else matters. 
‘Attention foc ases 
on the current 
development area, 


and the roars of applause which 
burst forth spontaneously when 
nothing whatsoever seems to be 
happening serve to remind the un- 
schooled spectator that he is adrift 
in a sea of specialists, 

The orchestra+-which I happen 
to be in an excellent position to 
observe—must feel this more keenly 
than any. In general, and as far as 
can be judged, they are not them- 
selves bodybuilders, and being 
unable to see anything of the display 
without standing up are unlikely to 
become proselytes to-night. Early 
in the evening a roar of applause 
fiercer than usual would fetch a 
cellist or trumpeter inquisitively to 
his feet, but they soon learnt that 
there was nothing to account for it 
but a well-built and well-oiled man 
(the contestants are finely greased, 
presumably just for the visual effect) 
flaunting a concave stomach; so 
they sat down again and went on 
playing the music to which no one 
was listening, and which had to be 
damped down to a mere squeak 
every few bars to make way for the 
compére’s announcement of the 
next attraction. 

Apart from a fine, brassy fan- 
fare greeting winners in the various 
classes, the musical programme did 
not closely reflect the action on the 
stage. The opening parade of com- 
petitors, with national flags (trapped 
inevitably by the descending cur- 
tain: there had not been much time 
for rehearsal, and on the whole 
everything went commendably 
smoothly), obviously called for 
“Entry of the Gladiators,” and got 
it; but “ Roses from the South” and 
selections from “The Gypsy 
Princess” accorded somewhat un- 
easily with later exhibitions of 


287 


muscularity, and before long the 
military march, da capo’d indefin- 
itely, held undisputed sway. Only a 
handful of the exhibits bothered to 
balloon their chests or shrug their 
shoulder-blades to the exact rhythm 
of “El Capitan, March,” “Fils de 
Brave, March” or“ Sabre and Lance, 
March,” the rest probably being 
quite unaware of any musical 
encouragement. Perhaps this was 
just as well. The speed with which 
representatives of different nations 
followed each other into the lime- 
light made parts of “With the 
British Colours, March” dangerously 
inapposite. However, they did well 
to strike up “Procession of the 
Sardar” when Mr. Monotosh Roy, of 
India, allowed a dagger to be stuck 
into his throat by way of a diversion. 

But I am keeping the reader in 
a state of needless suspense, and will 
disclose without more delay that the 
choice of the judges for Mr. Universe, 
1951, fell upon Mr. Reg Park, of 
Leeds, England (‘Rule Britannia,” 
with sudden inspiration, from the 
band), and that his triumph, pretty 
late on in the evening, received 
loud and continuous acclaim, with 
whistling and shouts of “Good old 
Reg!” He accepted his hand- 
engraved gilt statuette with a shy 
smile, exploded into a succession of 
bulging, quickfire poses, and was 
persuaded to say a few words into 
the microphone, thanking his mother 
and his father and “my friends who 
have helped me.” 

He seemed a decent, unassuming 
and intelligent young man, and I'm 
not saying so just to keep on the 
right side of a latter-day Hercules 
who could lift me with one hand 
and put me like a weight. 

J. B. Boornroyp 
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AT THE PICTURES 


Decision Before Dawn 
His Kind of Woman 


most people are likely to 

discuss in connection 

with Decision Before 
Dawn (Ditector: ANaToLe Litvak). 
Before seeing it I would have said 
that a film very largely consisting of 
scenes in which Germans, to show 
that they were talking German 
among themselves, spoke English 
with a German accent, would be 
inconceivably irritating . . . and, in 
fact, all I can do for people who 
agree with this point of view is to 
tell them that for me, at any rate, 
the irritating effect ceases after 9 
time to be noticeable. The piece is 
an adaptation of Gzorer Howe's 
novel Call It Treason; what the new 
title means, what they hoped people 
wou]! think it meant, I cannot 
imagine. It is a story of how, 
towards the end of the war, volun- 
teers from among German prisoners 
of war were trained and used behind 


the enemy lines, and deals particu- 


larly with two of them, and more 
particularly with one of those two, 
a sincerely anti-Nazi young corporal 


(His Kind of Woman 
Outlook Sultry 
Lenore Brent—Jane Rvusseuy 


[Decision Before Dawn 


Outlook Unsettled 


Von Ecker—O. E. Hasse ; Hilde—Hupecarve Nerr 
Happy—Oskar WERNER 


(OskaR WERNER) who takes on the 
job because he is sure a quick defeat 
will be better for his country than 
long resistance. Off-screen eom- 
mentary, in the voice of a US. 
lieutenant (Ricuarp BasEHakrt), is 
used at one or two points to suggest 
that the film makes some attempt 
to examine the rights and wrongs of 
such treason, though all it does, in 
fact, is to imply an ironical attitude 
(“Just another kraut” is someone’s 
snap-out-of-it remark when the 
lieutenant shows signs of sadness at 
the corporal’s self-sacrificing death) 
which most of the filmgoing public 
will undoubtedly fail to perceive. 
The basis of the story is factual, and 
it has been made with a certain 
amount of documentary realism: 
splendidly photographed (by Frank 
PLANER) among the ruins of Mann- 
heim, Munich and other cities, with 
a convincing use of sound. It can 
be enjoyed as an exciting, more or 
less conventional pursuit story; but 
the authenticity of the backgrounds, 
and above all OskaR WERNER’s 
performance, make it something to 
think about as well. 


If there’s one thing not to be 
found in His Kind of Woman 
(Director: Joun Farrow) it is 
documentary realism; but the film 
certainly has almost everything else. 
Its obscurity, about which there 
has been a good deal of fuss, didn’t 
bother me at all, but then I always 
did think the plot of a thriller much 
less important than many other 
people seem to think it. I can well 
imagine that if one spends the first 
half-hour of this picture wondering 
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what everybody’s motives are, one’s 
logical faculties will undergo a 
certain strain; all I suggest is that 
to do this is quite unnecessary to 
one’s enjoyment. They do their 
best to explain, after all. There 
is a prologue in Naples, Iddly, 
where an exiled U.S. gangster is 
shown scheming to defeat the 
Californian immigration authorities ; 
bearing that in mind, one is sup- 
posed to understand that a Cali- 
fornian of about the same size 
(Ropert Mrrcuvum) is to be induced 
to substitute for him, the gangster— 
after some plastic surgery—going 
back to California instead. But 
what does it all matter? The enter- 
tainment is in the decoration: the 
smart, sardonic dialogue (the girl 
looks seaward, dreamily speaking of 
the fascinating islands: ‘“‘Samoa... 
Tahiti . . .” “Bikini . . .” murmurs 
the man, drily), the suspense, the 
gun-play, and particularly the broad 
satire at the expense of Hollywood 
heroics, some of which Vincent 
Price makes very funny indeed. 

* * * * * 
Survey 
(Dates in brackets refer to Punch reviews) 

In London: An American in 
Paris (29/8/51) is a bright musical 
which though severely hampered by 
plot sometimes approaches the 
brilliance of On the Town. Last days 
of People Will Talk (5/9/51) and 
Murder Inc. (29/8/51), both of which 
divided the critics; I was pro, in 
each case. 

Top release: The Man in the 
White Suit (22/8/51), excellent new 
Ealing comedy. 


Ricuarp MALLETT 
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THE LETTER 


bars letter was typewritten and 
bore a Birmingham postmark. 
Patsy picked it up from her plate. 

“Who on earth is this from?” 

“Open it and see,” said George. 

“It’s from Birmingham,” said 
Patsy. 

“Yes,” said George. 

“But I don’t know anyone in 
Birmingham,” said Patsy. 

She poured their coffee and 
passed a cup to George. She turned 
the envelope over. 

“Nothing on the back,” she said. 

George spread butter on his 
toast. 

“Why don’t you open it?” he 
asked. 

“Now I come to think of it,” 
said Patsy, feeling the letter to 
test its thickness, “wasn’t Angela 
going to stay with an aunt in 
Birmingham ?” 

“Open it,” said George. 

“I’m going to,” said Patsy. 
“I’m just wondering who sent it.” 

George drank his coffee. 

“Oh, but it can’t be from 
Angela,” said Patsy. “She hasn’t a 
typewriter.” 

**Maybe her aunt has one.” 

“T shouldn’t think so. She’s a 
hairdresser.” 

“I don’t see,” said George, 
“why a hairdresser shouldn’t have 
a typewriter. She might keep one 
in her shop.” 

“Salon,” said Patsy. “But why 
on earth should Angela go to her 
aunt’s salon to type a letter?” 

“Perhaps she didn’t,” said 
said Patsy 
crossly, “as it is typed. I can’t 
understand why she didn’t write it. 
Unless” —an expression of alarm 
came into her face—“ she’s injured 
her hand.” 

“Open the letter,” said George. 

“Perhaps she sprained it.” 
Patsy stared hard at the address. 

“Then she couldn’t have used a 
typewriter,” said George. 

“Of course!” Patsy’s voice was 
relieved. “But, in that case, why on 
earth has she typed it?” 

“Why don’t you,” said George, 
“open the letter?” 

“I’ve just remembered,” Patsy 


“She must have,” 


exclaimed. “It wasn’t Birmingham 
at all. It was Northampton. I knew 
it was somewhere like that. Well!” 
She stared at the letter again. 
“T’ll have to open it.” 

She slit the envelope and with- 
drew its contents. 

“Would you believe it,” she said. 
“Tt was for you all the time.” 

“Tt’s not addressed to me,” 
said George. 

“Tt’s still for you,” said Patsy. 
“Fancy, I didn’t know their head 
office was in Birmingham.” 

“Who?” asked George. 











“The people who made my new 
suit,” said Patsy. 

“What new suit ?” asked George. 

“This one,” said Patsy. 

“Oh,” said George. 

“I might have known,” said 
Patsy. “I never get any interesting 
letters.” 

Marsorte RippELL 


a a 


Al Fresco 
ccommodation offered business 
gent with breakfast in Carew Road.” 
Advt. in West ITondon paper 





. And while we're about it I'm not so sure there 
isn’t an offence under the Wild Birds Protection Act.” 
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a I am certainly not 
hostile to the work of native 
craftsmen, there can be little doubt 
that their labours constitute a 
serious menace to male holiday- 
makers on the Natal coast. Our 
last holiday spent with Cox and his 
wife was no exception. Our cottage 
was on a practically deserted stretch 
of coast, but no sooner had we 
arrived on the beach than a Pondo 
woman appeared with a basket, 
an oval basket, which Patricia 
immediately bought. 

“Why do you 
basket?” I said. 

“It’s so cheap,” said Patricia. 

“That in itself is scarcely a 
reason for buying it,” I said. 

“If I bought the same thing in 
Johannesburg it would cost twice 
as much.” 

“Would you have bought it in 
Johannesburg even if it had been 
the same price?” 

“T’ve just said that it would 
cost twice as much in Johannes- 
burg. Why don’t you stick to the 


want that 


point ?”’ 
I sighed. 
“Good heavens,” said Clare Cox, 
“you don’t expect men to be 


I think it’s a 
I’m going to 


logical, do you? 
tremendous bargain. 
get one to-morrow.” 

I saw Cox stir uneasily in the 
sand, but he kept his eyes shut. 
Only when Clare told the girl to 


THE INTRANSIGENT MALE 


come back the next day with more 
baskets did he betray his emotions 
by breathing heavily through his 
nostrils. 

The next day the Pondo woman 
atrived with her sister. Clare 
bought an oval basket and a round 
flat basket. Patricia bought a 
sausage-shaped basket. 

“Why did you buy that sausage- 
shaped basket?” I said to Patricia. 

“To keep a sausage in,” said 
Cox at last. 

“A basket always comes in 
useful,” said Patricia haughtily. 

“Yes,” said Cox. “You've got 
to look ahead. Look at that round 
flat basket that Clare has bought. 
It can be used for keeping cobras 
in. Very useful if you ever take up 
snake charming. Ask the girl if 
she’s got any cheap cobras, Seems 
extremely short-sighted of these 
native girls to sell cobra baskets 
without cobras and sausage baskets 
without sausages.” 

“If you must know,” said 
Patricia, “I’m going to use the 
sausage-shaped basket for my 
knitting.” 

“You haven't done any knitting 
for the last three years,” I said. 

“How could she knit without a 
knitting basket?” said Cox. “You 
might as well expect Clare to keep 
cobras without a cobra basket.” 

“My round flat basket,” said 
Clare, “will also be used for 
knitting.” 

“That ’s the beauty of knitting,” 
said Cox, ““you can squash it into 
any shape. You cam even confine 
your knitting to artieles that will 
fit snugly into your basket without 
squashing. Cobras, on the other 
hand, are all the same shape. They 
can only be fitted into some baskets 
if you cut them up isto smaller 

The next morning a cloud of 
basket-work drifted along the 
beach towards us. It stepped at 
our feet. 

“Baskets, missis,” it said. 

Having established its identity 
it disintegrated into a row of 
individual baskets revealing the 
Pondo woman again. There were 
several new shapes and _ sizes. 
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Patricia bought a large cylindrical! 
basket. 


“Why did you buy that big 
basket?” I said. 

“One can always find a use for 
baskets,” said Patricia. “I can use 
it as a washing-basket.” 

“But we already have a washing- 
basket.” 

“In that case,” said Cox, “it 
can be used for keeping the small 
baskets in.” 

Clare immediately bought a big 
basket as well. 

“We need a new washing-basket 
badly,” she said. 

“This is the end,” said Cox. 
“By to-morrow this beach will be 
an ethnologist’s paradise. Tembus, 
Pondos, Xosas, Fingoes, and Zulus 
will swarm over the beach laden 
with baskets. The scene will suggest 
a market-place at Samarkand or 
Tashkent as visualized by Cecil B. 
de Mille. To-night the tom-toms 
wil) start beating and fires will 
flicker from lofty hills, spreading the 
gladsome news from kraal to kraal. 
At dawn clouds of dust will gather 
on the horizon and slowly material- 
ize into baskets. Never have so 
many baskets .. .” 

“T,” said Clare, “am going in 
for a swim.” 

The following day it was seen 
that Cox had exaggerated. The 
scene would never have satisfied 
Cecil B. de Mille. There were no 
camels. 

“You know,” said Clare, “I 
think we've got enough baskets. I 
wonder if they’ve got. any bead- 
work?” 

“Yes,” said Patricia, “it’s 
really frightfully expensive in 
Johannesburg.” 





Punch Festival Exhibition 


The Punch Room and ati 
Exhibition of recent original 
drawings are on view to 
readers at the Punch Office, 
10 Bouverie Street, E.C.4, on 
every WEDNESDAY, THURSDAY 
and Fripay from 10 4.m. to 
5 P.M. 
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“Then be said “No, you can't have a shilling for the pictures’ . 


| MARRIED A CITY WORKER 
A rejected contribution to the B.B.C. “Woman's Hour” Series 


ie was a lovely spring evening in 1951—I remember it 
as if it was yesterday—that I burst through the front 
door of our little studio flat and announced with 


breathless pride: “Mother, Fred has asked me to 
marry him!” 

My mother was ironing my father’s overall. She 
put down the iron—I can still hear the paint-tube in 
the pocket sizzling, and smell the fumes—and said 
quietly, “Christina, I know it’s an old gag, but must 
you burst through the door? Couldn’t you at least have 
tried the lock, which happens to be locking to-day?” 

“I’m sorry;” I answered, penitently, “but I’m so 
excited. Think, mother, I'll be a City worker’s wife!” 

My mother knew better than to argue when my 
mind was made up. But, as she rubbed the blackened 
iron with an overall-sleeve, she shook her head. “You 
don’t realize what you're taking on. The hours will 
kill you!” 

I remember that little scene so clearly because it 
was my first inkling that life with Fred mightn’t be 
roses, roses al! the way. My friends, who were frankly 


incredulous, dropped hints too, not without a trace of 
envy. “Do you know,” said one, “they don’t only 
catch the same train or the same Underground every 
night, some of them catch the same bus? Did you know 
there was a same bus! Has he got a rolled-up umbrella 
like in the funny pictures?” 

I smiled, for I had asked Fred that very question 
when he proposed, and he had exclaimed “Dash it, 
that reminds me, the loop thing’s off.” “And off it will 
stay,” I said briskly, “if you marry me.” And to this 
day Fred keeps his umbrella together with a rubber 
band, and when he looks at it I can tell just what he’s 
thinking: that I’m the same girl he fell in love with. 

But sometimes I wonder if I am! There’s so much 
to adapt yourself to in the life I’ve chosen, so much 
that’s new and strange. To begin with, you must 
scrap all your previous notions of time ; and that reminds 
me of an amusing incident. I’d heard of alarm clocks, 
yes, but it wasn’t until the first morning after our 
honeymoon, when I woke at ten past nine to see Fred 
dressing with a marmalade sandwich between his teeth, 
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that I learnt about the starter-contraption at the top 
of an alarm clock. Ever since then I've left that old 
alarm to Fred, together with his precious tea-tray. It 
takes me all my energies working out whether I can 
hear the bath-water running into the bath—which 
means eight precious minutes’ more sleep—or away, 
when I must get up in a flash—the only way to get up— 
and be out of sight downstairs with the frying-pan 
sizzling loud enough for him to stop worrying. 

And I’ve learnt to make toast morning after 
morning, never reminding him that toast is only bread 
with a drop of water taken out and not hoping for 
thanks, just satisfied with hearing him scraping it 
behind the Daily But what I say is the whole 
secret is understanding your man, and when I see Fred 
folding his paper away and slapping his pockets to 
make sure he's got one of his funny HB pencils for his 
crossword, I remind myself that he’s a City worker, 
and, what’s more, a City worker who had to manage for 
years without a wife. 

Well, if half my life is getting my man off to the 
office sharp by eight-thirty, the other half’s having him 
back again sharp at two minutes to seven. You might 
wonder why Fred goes there by Underground and back 
by bus, but he'd tell you that in the morning you can’t 
risk missing your bus and at night the slightly shorter 
walk from the station simply isn't worth the scuffle 
changing trains at Holborn and again at Piccadilly 
Circus, bus-queue or no bus-queue. “Couldn’t you go 
by the bus in the morning and Underground at night 
just for one day?” I asked, knowing that all this 
routine was wearing him out. “It’d be worth being a 
bit late for the office to see the scenery that way round, 
and then coming home you'd have the fun of thinking 
about the stations backwards.” But Fred just shook 
his head. 

And for the first few weeks it nearly wore me out, 
watching that relentless clock creeping up to two 
minutes to seven, knowing I couldn’t even say 
“Goodness, you're early!” as I could if he'd taken my 
advice, and hopping from one saucepan to the other, 
hypnotizing the potatoes to catch up with the beans 
and the cod in the oven to look happier. And then I 
remembered our wedding-present pressure-cooker and 
my troubles were over. I just keep a knot tied in my 
apron—me in an apron! What would poor mother 
have said?—to remind me to bung everything in the 
pressure-cooker before zero hour. “Dinner ready!” 
calls Fred, shaking out the evening papers he hasn’t had 
elbow-room to read properly. “Coming up!” I call 
back, lighting the gas-ring and dashing for the dining- 
room with the side-plates to encourage him. That's 
the beauty of a pressure-cooker, however long it takes 
doesn’t count as time. “You're not eating,” says Fred, 
for even after that journcy he can still think of others. 
“No, I’m not very hungry,” I reply truthfully. 

For I can't quite abandon my old principles yet, 
and you'd laugh to see me having my lunch at half past 
six in my lovely tidy kitchen, perhaps a tin of dressed 
crab and a cup of the breakfast tea hotted up, and as 
likely as not my hands dyed prussian blue. I leave 


the housework until late because, apart from giving 
you the chance to drop in at any party still going at 
midday, starting housework late kind of steams you up, 
and sometimes I get the house so nice I can’t resist 
dipping a curtain or one of Fred’s pullovers. I suppose 
it gives me a spiritual strength to cope with the evening. 

It’s not that I mind having Fred round the house 
night after night, filling the water-can from the sink-tap 
over and over again or sitting in his armchair by the 
radio, reading. Wet or fine his evening ends in that 
armchair, though by ten forty-five he’s out of it and 
tucking the loose cover down the sides, right side first, 
before locking up. It’s just that in my old home you 
never knew from one minute to another, anything from 
a week’s complete solitude to people sleeping in the 
bath. I have suggested—again wanting to save the 
wear and tear on his nerves—that he might swop arm- 
chairs, then at least he'd see the other side of the room, 
but again he shook his head. And next minute he 
luoked up from his diary to say that this Christmas was 
a Tuesday, and if I could do a collar he'd be all right 
for to-morrow. 

, Well, to sum up, my life may be a bit rough, but I 
wouldn't change it. I could have married a poet and 
gone on the old easy way, but then I wouldn’t be having 
the fun, and the adventure, I've found in this fascinating 
new world. ANDE 


a 2 


THE CAT 


I wonper if the cat on his ninth lap 
(Eight lives expended) calculates while purring, 
“Eleven per cent is, roughly, what I've left; 
What's gone is eighty-eight-point-eight-recurring.” 
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FORTY RETURN 


EAD in, children, and find desks. 
Any one will do. We'll sort 
ourselves out later. What is the 
matter with the front desks, boys? 
And why are five of you fighting in 
that senseless way to get into the 
corner one ? 

Please, miss, they was wanting 
to sit by the radiators. 

Then they are very silly children. 
The heating doesn’t start until 
October; that is if it starts at all 
this winter. Who is that boy who is 
daring to stand on a seat? 

Brian Bates, miss. 

Don’t tell tales. Brian Bates, I 
should think you must have lost 


your senses during the holidays. 
Standing on seats, as to the manner 
born! I’ve never heard of such a 
thing. All sit down. 

I can’t find no seat. 

And what is that, just behind 
you? 

Please, miss, it’s by a girl. 

Well, what of it? Don’t fuss so. 
All look at the ceiling, the desk, the 
floor, the blackboard! Now at me! 
Hands away, and stop this incessant 
fidgeting. Anyone would think you 
were all sitting in wasps’ nests. 
That'll do, that’ll do! We shall 
have the rest of the staff rushing in 
to see what all this noise is about. 
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What are you playing with under 
the desk, Marjorie ? 

Nothing, miss. 

Marjorie dear, that is not true, 
is it? Whatever is the thing? 

It’s a purse what I got at the 
seaside, made out of crab shells. 
It was a present for you. 

Oh, I see. Well, that’s rather 
different, of course, and very kind 
indeed. I can truthfully say I’ve 
never had such a lovely purse. 

And I’ve brought you a stick of 
rock, miss. Pineapple. 

And I’ve brought you a hat I 
won at the fun fair. 

Well, well, well! What lovely 
surprises! It was very good of your 
mothers to let you buy them. 

I just kep’ on at mine until she 
said “Anythink for peace,” and 
give me the money. 

Yes, well—it was a_ kind 
thought, dear. Now I’m sure you 
are all ready for work after your 
long rest. This term we begin to use 
ink, and I shall look out for an ink 
monitor. 

Do we have pens, then ? 

Naturally. 

Can I bring my ball-point ? 

No, dear, I’m sorry, but we 
must all learn with school pens and 
nibs. Now let me choose a steady 
person who could give out and 
collect inkwells without wrecking 
the class room. Jimmy, do you 
usually wear that dark blue suit? 

Yes, miss. My mum says it don’t 
show the dirt. | 

Very wise. Would you like to 
take charge of the ink, then? 

I’ve been BUSTING to! 

Good. Now a door monitor. 

Please, miss! 

Please, miss! 

Alice, you could manage that. 
If anyone comes in to talk to me, go 
quietly to the door and be ready to 
open it for them when they go. But 
don’t EVER stand with it half open, 
letting in a howling gale. Which 
reminds me—window monitor! 

Please, miss. 

Please, miss. 

Someone with a sense of weather 
and responsibility. All the windows 
must be opened first thing in the 
morning, and left open while we are 
out at prayers. When we return, 
this one by my desk must be shut 
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promptly because of cross draughts. 
Remember, fresh air ALWAYS, cross 
draughts NEVER. What a lovely 
quiet class. Now who shall it be? 
Alan? Right, that’s all I think. 

No, miss. Board monitor, miss. 
Please, miss. 

Please, miss. 

This needs someone who can be 
trusted to go outside into the play- 
ground and bang the chalk-dust out 
of the board rubber with an old 
ruler. Someone who can undertake 
a worth-while job with integrity. I 
have known slack board monitors 
who have actually PLAYED ABOUT 
in the playground instead of carry- 
ing out their job conscientiously. 
A girl, I think. Josephine, can I 
trust you? 

Oh, yes, miss. 

That’s monitors settled then. 
Now let's see if you are in the right 
places. Why do all the children with 
glasses rush to the back desks? 
Come forward. And you three little 
boys at the back change with these 


a 


BACK ROOM JOYS 


sensible-looking girls in the front 
row. The noise! Hands on heads, 
shoulders, away. I should think so! 
Besides learning to write with ink 
this term you are going to start 
History and Geography, and I shall 
tell you a very interesting story 
about Gumba, the little Saxon girl, 
and her brother, whose name 
escapes me for the moment, but 
who has all kinds of fun with his 
bow and arrow. In Geography 
lessons we shall make a model of our 
own school, if the plasticine will 
run to it, or perhaps draw a map of 
our class room. I'll tell you more 
about this term’s work when we 
have had our milk. 

Please, miss, you never told 
off none of us to be the milk 
monitors. 

Heavens, no! 
they be? Someone really 
and—— 

Please, miss. 

Please, miss. 

Please, miss. 


Now who shall 
deft 


a 


Pottering 


OTT ERING—doing odd jobs at indefinite leisure 
And for no other reason whatever except that 


they ’re fun— 


Is the largo, andante and not the allegro of pleasure; 
Not sweet far niente, but rather what needn’t be done. 


Whatever the chore— 


Whether “doing” the flowers, or “going through” desks 


or a drawer, 


Or plotting our journey through France, 
Or taking a whole afternoon getting dressed for a 


dance— 


There must be lack of decision, 


Constant revision 


And total neglect of such sordid contraptions as clocks. 


Or conscience. Or care. 


We can’t be called idle; we’ve turned out the whole of 


that box— 


We haven't quite put it all back—but the paint wasn’t 


there— 


And we found our old photograph album and masses of 


snaps 


And sort of sorted them out; 
We really should stick the things in. . 


do, no doubt, 


. . And we will 


Some day, if we’ve time, when it’s raining or something 


. +» perhaps. 


Justin RICHARDSON 
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THE CORNFIELD | 


oo. E the slope of restless green, 
Beneath the piled and moving 
skies, 
I sit and fritter time away, 
And watch with hardly opened 
eyes 


~~ Ch hein. off 


The moving air made visible 
In silver waves, that rolling in 
Enchant with waves of creeping cold 
The tactile senses of the skin. 


My head is full of summer scents, 
And to my idle ears is borne 
The sleepy susurration raised 
By clashing countless ears of corn. 





~_ 





Man, who has fatally allowed 

His brain to dominate his will, 
Has climbed an apex of unrest 
Cw Infinite in its power for ill. 


The senses are the older self, 
Less apt to error than the brain; 
He must accept their tutelage, 
Or will not find his peace again. 


This, every sense insists, is heaven 
On earth; let Ate hot from hell ( 
Sit down beside me in the corn: 
M I could persuade her all was well. 
P. M. Hussarp 
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ZURS, 


“(MHERE is a letter from James,” said my wife, “at 
least, I think it is, I can’t read the address.” 
“All right,” I said, “will you have five minutes to 

spare after tea?” 

I should explain that my brother ought to have been 

a doctor, and our usual procedure on receiving one of 

his rare letters is first to make a literal transcription, 

type it for clarity, then translate it into English. This 
does not normally take more than half an hour. 
After tea we got down to it and my wife typed this: 


Decr TRaNLY,—May henks fur you lither no datr. 
Survy I laun’t auswened bfove buf houe beer so buxy 
wilh tbe vew louse. Walculn las Inst lad mmnps oud 
Toun sews ler luue. I clon’t Kuow aCovt cowig ovo 
nixt meekerd, thouzh fum tha rostwork or you lilter 
Hat world be /azl meckeud. Jf Walculw ha8 jully 


recuuereed nee way cowe—pevpeups il wvuld bi belter 
it yun cawe ouer hem. Requrds lo Aliue & lhe childee. 
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JAWEZ 


This was a tougher one than usual, but we got the 
children to bed and worried it out. We made it: 


Dear FRaMLEY,—Many thanks for your letter—no 
date. Sorry I haven't answered before but have been 
so busy with the new house. Malcolm has just had 
mumps and Joan sends her love. I don’t know about 
coming over next weekend, though from the postmark 
on your letter that would be last weekend. If Malcolm 
has fully recovered we may come—perhaps it would 
be better if you come over here. Regards to Alice 
and the children. Yours, JAMEs. 


“Phew!” said Alice, “he is nearly as bad as you 
when it comes to writing. You had better write and 
tell him we will come over on Sunday.” 

I did, and on Monday he telephoned and irritably 
asked why, when I issue invitations, I don’t stay in to 
receive my guests. 
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ODE ON MY HAIR 


y®. Barber—if I still may call you so— 
Or would “Capillary Consultant” do?— 
The world is making rude remarks, I know, 
And you must cut—no, “trim”—a hair 
or two. 
But then, of course, the world will never 
guess 
How much I hate to lose a single tress. 
It’s “thinning,” yes, 
And in a year 
It will be less, 
May disappear. 
I shall be grudgeful, that sad day, 
To think of all the stuff you’ve shorn away 
(And, dash it, made me pay!). 
Nothing to show: 
The world won’t know 
How fair a mane I flaunted long ago. 
Many a ton, 
Many a mile: 
What have you done 
With all that pile? 
What will you do with these, the penultimate 
locks ? 
I ought to take them home in a silver box. 
There is an envelope of infant hair 
My mother ravished while her dariing slept 
And fondly kept. 
But then there was a lot of it to spare, 
Blond, beautiful. This is so rare 
It should be “shown” somewhere, 
With many another fascinating crop. 
What of the ladies who attend your shop? 
What’s that you say? 
“All thrown away?” 
Nay, Barber, nay! 
This is a crime. 
If Ginger Rogers gave her gold to you 
Into the dust-bin would you east it too? 
Oh, it’s a shime! 


Surely if Art, and Sentiment, are mute 
Good Commerce could employ so fine a fruit! 
Of horse-hair sofas we have heard, 
But is the horse alone preferred ? 
Think what they’d get from any wealthy fan 
For “Grable Sofas” or a “Todd Divan!” 
Fancy reclining 
Upon a Dietrich lining! 
The down of eider? Pooh! Will no one dare 
To make a bed of pure Princess’s-hair ? 
Sweet Chemist, haste! 
Correct this waste. 
Science, who splits, 
As pleased as pie, 
The atom into bits 
(One can’t think why), 
Who makes umbrellas out of milk, 
And turns unlikely things to silk— 
































“It’s from the cashier. What on 
earth can be be doing in’ Rio?” 


Let her take on this grand creative job. 
Reflect how many of the haman mob 
Must every day 
Throw hair away. 
Put it together, it would make a peak 
As high as Everest within a week! 
Surely, my friend, it must be good for something? 
We'd use it if it came from any dumb thing. 
Paper, perhaps! 
I’ve got it, chaps! 
If paper can be fashioned from a tree 
Why can’t they manufacture it from me! 
The hair is fibrous, too: 
Treat it with sulphur, glue, 
Pound it about in vats 
With acids and with fats, 
Old boots and bowler hats, 
And I will bet 
You'll see a nice white roll of newsprint yet, 
Or, maybe, paper of the higher grade 
From which the novel and the ode are made. 
Nay, Barber, nay! 
Cut not one hair to-day. 
I'll take it where the market's not so tough 
And somebody will buy the precious staff. 
A. P. H. 
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SISTERS OF THE 


EVIVED interest in Florence 

Nightingale has reminded us 
how deep was the alarm inspired in 
early Victorian circles by this for: 
midable woman. To the generals ~- 
and politicians who had shown 
genius in depriving the fighting 
soldier of any hope or comfort it 
appeared a national calamity that 
an Englishwoman of good birth 
should demean herself by active 
service among the crudities for 
which they were responsible. But 
theirs were not the only palpita- 
tions. Others who had greater cause 
to lament Miss Nightingale’s im- 
modest example were the mothers 
of the girls who, carefully brought 
up in blinkers, were hurriedly 
following her to the front. Before 
these hardy rebels yawned abysms 
of moral danger scarcely to be 
spoken of, and to their parents, 
whose imagination fell short of the 
Crimea, the most appalling was the 
necessity of spending nights in 
London while awaiting passage. It 
was to meet this novel crisis that in 
1855 Mrs. Arthur Kinnaird opened 
a hostel for nurses in transit, and 
this was the beginning of The 
Young Women’s Christian Associa- 
tion. In the same year Miss Emma 
Robarts had founded a prayer circle 
for young women, and in 1877 both 


BLUE TRIANGLE 


movements, already going ahead, 
were joined together. 

In its early days the Y.W.C.A. 
dealt mainly with the perplexities 
of the country girl who had come 


to a city, attracted by bigger though 
still pitiably small wages, to earn 
her living. By upbringing she was 
quite unfitted to look after herself 
in a crowd; and the Y.W.C.A. set to 
work to provide a chain of hostels 
where, for as little as half a guinea a 
week for bed and full board, she 
could enjoy something of a Christian 
family atmosphere, and be helped to 
make herself a useful citizen. The 
milestones in the growth of a move- 
ment whose whole history is rich in 
examples of a readiness to meet new 
problems in new ways are far too 
numerous to detail here; but its 
steady expansion was marked by the 
opening, in 1884, of the first restaur- 
ant for women only, in London, 
and by the foundation in 1894 of 
the World’s Y.W.C.A.—for other 
countries had followed so enter- 
prising a lead. The two world wars 
brought special opportunities which 
were magnificently met. Wherever 
women served, at home or abroad, 
in the Forces or the factories, the 
sign of the blue triangle became 
a familiar guarantee that their 
needs were answered, in clubs, 
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canteens, leave centres and mobile 
libraries. 

To-day the Y.W.C.A. has forty 
thousand members and over four 
hundred centres of different kinds in 
this country. Its aims, to help young 
people to develop themselves spirit- 
ually,’ mentally and physically, 
correspond with those of the 
Y.M.C.A., and so does its division 
between Full Members, who are 
professing Christians, and Associate 
Members, and also its welcome to all 
creeds and all races; but though 
ninety per cent of its clubs provide 
activities for young men as guests, 
it remains a completely separate 
organization. At the same time 
there is close consultation between 
the two bodies on matters of com- 
mon policy, and where convenient, 
as in the rehabilitation teams in 
Germany, they work together. 
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Sinee the war the Y.W.C.A., realizing 
that many women and girls are un- 
able to take advantage of hostels and 
clubs, has pushed ahead with its 
schemes of expansion, and gathered 
more members under its wing. 

Like most voluntary societies, 

it is desperately short of money, and 
yet is finding in post-war unsettle- 
ment a greater demand than ever for 
services which, with its flexibility, 
it is peculiarly fitted to provide. 
ivery welfare worker agrees that 
housing is the main root of a 
complex group of social ills that 
are poisoning marriages, wrecking 
family life, and warping the minds 
of children; and the hostels and 
clubs of the Y.W.C.A., which are of 
course its chief contribution to 
women’s welfare, have an import- 
ance in our tattered modern England 
difficult to exaggerate. The hostels 
get as near as possible to a happy 
home life, while the clubs supple- 
ment it in a way which must be a 
godsend to any girl cramped in all 
her natural instincts by living in a 
slum. 

We went to three London 
hostels, one of which deals with 
as many as thirty-eight thousand 
transient visitors a year and includes 
an active club, and we found them 
gay, extremely friendly, and 
blessedly free from old-fashioned 
institutional inhibitions. At the 
back of them all, and in the 
example of the enlightened women 
who run them, is the best. kind of 
practical Christianity. There is no 
dim puritanism. Each hostel has a 
chapel, and the girls like to go to it, 
but they are urged to live a free 
normal life and to think for them- 
selves. Boys are encouraged. The 
libraries have the latest novels. The 
whole outlook is broad and sound 
and adult. Physically these centres 
provide ample opportunity for 
exercise, and are well equipped with 


such feminine necessi- 
ties as laundries, iron- 
ing-rooms, and hair- 
dressing facilities. 
Mentally, they offer a 
wide range of activities, 
from L.C.C. Evening 
Classes to all sorts of 
special groups. But 
perhaps their greatest 
value is as places where girls and 
women can meet on equal terms and 
get to know and respect other points 
of view. In one hostel we saw 
nineteen different races—among 
them Indian, African, Chinese, and 
South Sea Island—talking their 
heads off at dinner. And a good 
dinner. It is typical, by the way, of 
the generosity of the Y.W.C.A. that 
a girl who is not a member is 
always eligible for a bed. 

Outside its clubs and hostels 
the Y.W.C.A. contrives variously to 
give the working girl a fuller life. 
On a small scale, but significantly, 
there was, for instance, this year’s 
“Discovery Camp,” in Norfolk, for 
those interested in bird-watching, 
architecture and local history. 
And on a much larger scale a central 
holiday bureau which arranges in- 
expensive travel at home and 
abroad, to Y.W.C.A. centres and 
elsewhere. I should have liked to 
describe some of these admirable 
services, but two general aspects 
of this liberal movement demand 





priority. One is its internationalism, 
which is a fact, not a pious expres- 
sion. The World’s Y.W.C.A. 
numbers a million and a_ half 
members, from sixty-five countries. 
At a time when the British Y.W.C.A. 
is severely handicapped not only by 
finance but by the familiar shortage 
of the right kind of worker, it yet 
maintains centres where they are 
most needed abroad—four, for 
example, in Nigeria; and its leaders 
have gone out of their way to 
emphasize their duty of easing the 
strains of the new freedoms won so 
suddenly by the women of the East. 

The second point is allied. It 
is the remarkable open-mindednes; 
about its future functions of those 
who guide the Y.W.C.A. They seem 
determined that a movement which 
has never been hamstrung by 
trdition should remain prepared to 
adapt itself to new problems, and 
this resolve shows itself in the pains 
they are taking in all the confusion 
of post-war Britain to key Y.W.C.A. 
activities into the changing pattern 
of the community. If one wanted 
proof of the seriousness of these 
intentions one could find nothing 
more impressive than the work of 
the Association’s Home - Making 
Department, which is conducting 
with ingenuity and success a crusade 
of enlightenment about the obstacles 
to happy marriage. 

Eric Keown 











THE ECONOMIST'S DILEMMA 


“"PHE time when the cost-of- 

living index was a mystery 
which interested only the econom- 
ists,” I read the other day, “has 
long since passed. To-day its 
monthly variations are of vital 
concern to everybody.” 

Well, if this is truae—and I don’t 
mind admitting that we economists 
fear the worst—can you wonder 
that we are now hard at work 
devising a new index, one that will 
restore our prestige ? 

In my view, we economists have 
been too accessible, too chummy 
with the populace these last few 
years: instead of keeping those 
gainfully employed at arm’s length, 
as we did in the Golden Age of 
Economics (1930-39), we have gone 
out of our way to erplain things. 
Not all of us, I hasten to add: only 
a handful of opportunists and black- 
legs. But they have done the move- 
ment irreparable harm. 

Before the war economists were 
somebody. People, it is true enough, 
used to snigger at us now and then, 
but their laughter was hollow and 


nervous, the laughter of embarrass- 
ment and tongue-tied ignorance, 
the very same laughter that has 
done so much to establish the fame 
of Pablo Picasso and other great 
incomprehensibles. I doubt whether 
our stock was ever higher than in 
1936, when John Maynard Keynes 
published his General Theory of 
Employment, Interest and Money in 
the hope that it would prove 
“intelligible to others,”” who soon 
discovered that it wasn’t and were 
too proud to admit it. Yes, Keynes 
was a great man to have as captain. 
Under his leadership we always 
knew when it was safe to step down 
from Olympus, and how many 
autographs to sign before retreating 
to the pavilion. 

The rot set in during the war, 
when a few hotheads tried to 
explain “inflation”—actually tried 
to make the term intelligible. 

When I was a young man 
“inflation” had a wonderful ring to 
it. It was smart to mention in- 
flation, sophisticated, though we 
seldom did so without a casual 
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reference to the Quantity Theory of 
Money and without tracing such 
things as 

Ddp 

« -(—) 

paD, 
on tablecloths, cuffs, beer-mats or 
steamed-up windows. 

And now look at “inflation”! 
Every Tom, Dick and Harry has it 
in his vocabulary. The Government 
has requisitioned it, taken it to 
pieces, robbed it of its glamour. 
It’s a dead loss to us. Our hastily 
concocted substitutes—reflation and 
disinflation—never caught on pro- 
perly, never quite made the grade, 
though they were useful stop-gaps 
until we invented “‘hard currency,” 
which is now, I suppose, our chief 
asset. 

The surrender of “inflation’ 
was followed by staggering losses 
all along the line. In 1946 Mr. 
Dalton blew the gaff on “cheap 
money” and “‘bilateralism.” Then 
the B.B.C. commandeered “con- 
sumers’ goods,” “balance of pay- 
ments,” “blocked currencies,” “ off- 
shore purchases” and “stock- 
piling.” In 1949 I found “con- 
vertibility” in a crossword puzzle, 
of all things, and knew that the 
game was nearly up. 

But we did think that the cost- 
of-living index was safe. We had 
enjoyed exclusive rights to the term 
for nearly fifty years, and even we 
were never quite certain what it 
meant. And now they say that 
“its monthly variations are of vital 
interest to everybody.” Who, I 
should like to know, has let the cat 
out of the bag? 

Well, there’s to be a new index, 
thank goodness; and this time, 
believe me, we'll make it really 
tough. We're aiming at something 
that will last for a hundred years at 
least. Just you see! 

Beryarp HoLLowoop 


’ 
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Uh, huh 
“Lost 
Pelman Certificate No. T 2715 for 
‘ Development Of The Mind And Memory’. 
Reward to finder.” 
Advt. in Nigerian “Daily Times” 
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THE COUNTRY OF THE BLIND 


| 2 mt light bathed them—a whole nation of eyeless 
men, 
Dark bipeds not aware how they were maimed. 
A long 
Process, clearly, a slow curse, 
Drained through centuries, left them thus. 


At some transitional stage, then, a luckless few, 
No doubt, must have had eyes after the up-to-date, 
Normal type had achieved snug 
Darkness, safe from the guns of heav’n; 


Whose blind mouths would abuse words that belonged 
to their 
Great-grandsires, unabashed, talking of light in some 
Eunuch’'d, etiolated, 
Fungoid sense, as a symbol of 
Abstract thoughts. If a man, one that had eyes, a 
poor 
Misfit, spoke of the grey dawn or the stars 
green- 
Sloped sea waves, or admired how 
Warm tints change in a lady’s cheek, 


None complained he had used words from an alien 
tongue, 
None question’d. 

“Of course,” 
Came their answer. 
Just like that.” 


It was worse. All would agree. 


“We've all felt 
They were wrong. And he 


Knew too much to be clear, could not explain. The 
words— 
Sold, raped, flung to the dogs—now could avail no more ; 
Hence silence. But the mouldwarps, 
With glib confidence, easily 


Showed how tricks of the phrase, sheer metaphors 
could set 
Fools concocting a myth, taking the words for things. 
Do you think this a far-fetched 


Picture? Go then about among 


Men now famous; attempt speech on the truths that 
once, 
Opaque, carved in divine forms, irremovable, 
Dread but dear as a mountain- 


Mass, stood plain to the inward eye. 
N, W. 
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(The Winter's Tale 


Jealous King 


Hermione—Miss Diana Wywnyarp; Leontes—Mr, Jonn Greteup 
Paulina—Miss Fiora Rosson 


AT THE PLAY 


EprnsurcH FeEstrvat 


O less than in other 

years the Edinburgh 

Festival has drawn both 

devotees of the arts and 

panting tourists (as well 
as those in search of warmer 
woollens) from the farthest corners 
of the earth. With the tram-cars 
that still bound down Princes 
Street like matronly  gazelles 
the ancient but lordly taxi-cabs 
of the city have vied in echoing 
all the rarer tongues; and for 
once, therefore, that intangible 
lido, the sea-coast of Bohemia, 
has merged into the British scene 
almost as naturally as Portobello 
or Blackpool. 

From the Festival point of view 
it was undeniably a great pity that 
Mr. Perer Broox’s brilliant pro- 
duction of The Winter's Tale had 
already been seen in London. On 
the other hand no one could grumble 
at its quality. The piece is among 
the least reasonable that Shake- 
speare wrote, and yet, played as it 
was here, it forces one, by a dramatic 
power that is always a little sur- 
prising, to forget the incredible 
abruptness of Leontes’ hair-trigger 
jealousy and the insoluble problems 


of Hermione’s long hibernation. 
Mr. Joun GIELGUD’s immensely 
skilful Leontes made the part as 
nearly moving as I think is possible, 
and Miss Diana Wynyarp’s lovely 
and infinitely gracious Hermione 
was even better now than it was 
two years ago at Stratford. To the 
termagant broadsides of Paulina 
Miss Fora Rosson brought com- 
passion “deep enough to save the 
character, and in the smaller parts 
there was a long list deserving of 
praise—chiefly Sir Lewis Casson’s 
Antigonus (pursued by a bear of 
export dimensions), Mr. BREWSTER 
Mason’s Polixenes, Mr. GEORGE 
Howr’s Old Shepherd, and Mr. 
GrorcEe Rosr’s Autolycus, a win- 
ning blackguard. Between the pomp 
and pageantry of old Sicily and the 
rough rustic abandon of the sheep- 
shearing Miss Sopure Feporovitrcu 
drew excellent contrasts in her sets 
and dresses, Mr. CHRISTOPHER FRyY’s 
maypole music was crisply impu- 
dent, and the whole production 
reflected the care of perception of 
Mr. Broox, who added for full 
value a snowstorm which must still 
be the wonder of Bohemian 
meteorologists. 
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In the matter of false noses the 
distinguished company from the 
Théétre de L’Atelier in Paris have 
the Old Vic, our native champions, 
beaten to a frazzle. But this was in 
Henry Monnter’s L’Enterrement, 
which calls for exaggeration. Al- 
though written in the early nine- 
teenth century, its delicious satire 
on petit bourgeois manners is as 
modern as a Pagnol film. Pauwvre M. 
Perinet est mort; and we are at his 
funeral. We see his dutiful neigh- 
bours trudging through the rain in 
evening dress like tired penguins 
moving to another iceberg. We see 
them in church, we see them in the 
funeral carriages (four black-and- 
white chairs, with the cabby on top), 
and, alas, we see their deep respect 
for M. Perinet disintegrate in 
hunger. Witty and played with 
superb expression, this curtain- 
raiser was produced with the most 
telling simplicity. 

The main item in this French 
evening, Anovurtn’s Le Bal des 
Voleurs (which we saw at the 
Birmingham Rep. in English last 
year), is almost equally slight, but 
in such accomplished hands is 
greatly entertaining. A farcical plot 
of the utmost absurdity, about 
three thieves who go to stay at a 
grand house, is worked out in a 
kind of catch-as-can charade, in 
which mime and ballet meet across 
the borders of burlesque, to be 
greeted by a running commentary 
from an ironic saxophone. Young 
love has its corner. In a difficult and 
delightful medium Miles. Mapsg- 
LEINE Grorrroy, Simone CHAM- 
BorRD and Cicr1a Parowpi, and 
MM. Jean Bertuo, Paut VILLE 
and Jean FRANCEL are very much 


(Le Bai des Voleurs 
Confidence Man 
Peterbono—M. Pavut ViLLe 
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The King of Scots 
DuNFERMLINE ABBEY 


The stock of famous men goes 
up and down as surely as the price 
of wool or industrial stock. At the 
moment, owing to recent and highly 
favourable surveys, the market in 
“Robert the Bruce” is bullish, and 
this valuation is reflected in Mr. 
Ropert Kemp’s new play, The 
King of Scots, which has been put 
on in Dunfermline Abbey. It is a 
dirk-rattling jingoist piece which 
presents Bruce as a stained-glass 
saint and the English Edward the 
First as a ruthless soldier who did 
very unpleasant things to his 


captured enemies. Edward’s bar- 
barity is laid on with a.trowel. He 
is made to gloat in detail over 
the mutilation of his victims, and 
is given a deathbed maledictory 
speech, more suited to a panto- 
mime witch, calling down upon 
the unyielding Scots the ‘most 
severe abdominal complications ; 
while Bruce, apart from a few 
eccentricities of dress, is shown as 
a man whom one would be glad to 
ask into one’s club. Stretching a 
point or two, I am prepared to 
accept the portrait of Edward, 
because he was a thirteenth-century 
leader, and that called for toughness 
unlimited; but for the same reason 
I feel this Bruce would never have 
reached the post. His murder of his 
rival, the Red Comyn, at the high 
altar of Dumfries, makes me wonder, 
the more so since Mr. Kemp provides 
no support for Bruce’s assertion 
that Comyn drew first. 

In other words this play strikes 
me as a piece of nostalgic propa- 
ganda, for consumption on the 
premises. It is written, apart from 
a very long sermon by a bishop on 
Scottish Nationalism, in-couplets of 
mixed quality, and dramatically is 





not exciting, except for the Countess 
of Buchan’s galvanic interruption of 
Bruce’s coronation. Compensations, 
however, were Mr. Matrruew For- 
sYTH’s production, which used the 
lovely natural setting of the Abbey 
with felicity, and the splendid 
speaking of a fine cast. Mr. Joun 
McCattum at least made Bruce 
romantic, Mr. Epmunp WILLARD 
was a formidable Edward, Mr. 
Arcuiz Duncan gave a touching 
sketch of an honest old soldier, and 
Miss In1s Russe.1, as the fanatical 
Countess of Buchan, radiated an 
outsize patriotic voltage. «And Mr. 
Ian WALLACE sang beautifully. 
Eric Keown 
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“I can do the walls myself, but I usually get a man in to do the ceilings.” 


SALOON BAR SORROWS 
A Dramatic Fragment 


BaRTENDER. Cheer up, sailor. Give her a nosegay 
and she'll come round. 

ApmiraL Osk. I would have you know, my man, 
that it is nothing less than the state of the nation 
that makes these tears course down my mahogany 
cheeks. 

BarRTENDER. Things have been sticky before. Take, 
for instance, the last years of Lord Liverpool. 
Apmirat Osx. If you are going to talk politics I 
might as well be at the barber’s. It is the decline 

of the horse that saddens me. 

BartenDER. No doubt it is the replacement of the 
hansom by the taxi that has got under your 
leathery skin. 

Apmirat Osk. Don’t guess; it ruins conversation. 
It is the clothes-horse, man, the <lothes-horse. 
When afloat, I hated to see a line of washing 
stretched between the masts. It was misreading 
a jumper as a signal to disengage that started it 
vl. How hostile that court-martia! was, how 
censorious! Ever after, I spent my night watches 


designing an improved clothes-horse; and now 
that I have come ashore, damme, I find mechanical 
methods of drying reducing the clothes-horse to 
unwanted timber. 

GeNERAL Purse. Excuse me, but why not turn your 
attention to vaulting-horses? The return to the 
representational might well affect the gymnasium 
as well as the picture-gallery. What about piebald 
vaulting-horses ? 

ApmrraL Osx. I am too old to learn new tricks. 

GENERAL Purse. My grandfather learned a new trick 
when he was eighty. He did it with a bowl 
of goldfish and a panama hat. 

Apmrrat Osk. I hate panama hats. If any officer 
of mine paraded before me in one I’d maroon him. 

GeneraL Purse. My grandfather's was black, he 
being a clergyman. It had the hue of a raven’s 
wing. No one could have found it frivolous. 

Apmrrat Osx. I could. I have strong views on every- 
thing. The newspapers often buy them from me. 
Same again, please. 
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BaRTENDER. I can give you something similar but MEDITATION IN A RESTAURANT 
not identical. That’s logic. 

ApsrraL Osk. Logic is another of the myriad things H®= vegetarian Mrs. Mountjoy-Smith 
I do not hold with. I had a flag‘lieutenant once For whom (inhausting salad greens) no drop - 
who held with logic, and he tried to marry my Of zoie blood is shed; there Mr. Thomson 
daughter. At the next table eating mutton chop. 

Genera Purse. Inductive or deductive ! 

ApmiraL Osx. Clara. For Mr. Thomson (addict of mixed grill)— 

GeneraL Purse. You are confusing me. So will the blameless Mountjoy-Smith opine— 

ApmiraL Osk. Why have we left the topic of Lord Full many a guiltless quadruped has died 
Liv ? That was a good topic. There is In Queensland, Texas or in Argentine. 
nothing that makes the time go faster in a bar 
than talking about peers. For vegetarian Mrs. Mountjoy-Smith, 

BarRTENDER. It was your idea to stop talking about Sensitive soul engulfed in salad pride, 
him, though I can’t prove it without a dictaphone, How many slugs have writhed in agony, 
and it’s too late to instal one now. How many delicate green aphis died! 

Apmrrat Osx. If I had started younger I might have 
designed a good dictaphone. I had it in me. 

GeneRaL Purse. When my grandfather was ninety tes 
he designed a method of doing without dictaphones. & “S 
You brood on your age too much. ‘ 

Apmreal Osx. I have always thought it rather a good 
subject for brooding on. It changes every year, so 
you don’t get stale. 

Bartenpver. Well, brood on my age. No one ever 
guesses it. 

Apia Osx. So you can’t complain that I never 
forthcome in company, I'll ask you why. 

BARTENDER. Because I’m a midget. 

ApmreaL Osx. Are you! Now about my clothes- 
horse: it was made of reinforced concrete. 

Genera Purse. It sounds functional in appearance 
if not in reality. 

BARTENDER. Was it built in? I love having amenities 
built in. It makes moving so much cheaper; 
you have to leave so much behind. 

GeveraL Purse. When. my grandfather was a 
hundred he moved to Baker Street to be nearer 
Madame Tussaud’s. He was an inspiration to 
us all. 

ApmiraL Osx. Were there many of you? It rather 
affects the weight we give to your statement. 

GeneraL Purse. I refer not to the narrow confines 
of our family but to the human race as a whole. 

Arm Marsnat Rocur. Excuse my butting in. 

ApuiraL Osx. Certainly. I wonder whether there 
would be a sale for my clothes-horse in Asia. It 
never strikes me as being a completely mechanized 
continent. 

GeneraL Purse. You would need a very attractive 
name for the product, preferably one with echoes 
of the Asiatic classics. 

Apmrrat Osx. I am too old to read them—another 
excuse for tears. 

Bartenver. As I told you before, a nosegay would 
make all the difference. You can have my button- 
hole. 

ApmimaL Osx. I hate fuchsias! (He weeps heavily, 
diluting his gin and making it smack somewhat of 


the sea.) Finis 
R. G. G. Price “ Now have I forgotten anything .. .?” 
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BOOKING OFFICE 


Novels, Readable and Worth Reading 
{~~ \INCLAIR LEWIS’s posthumous novel, World 
| + So Wide, bears the aggressive smile of the 

N.C.O. in civil life. Jolly, hard and ready 
ee to turn in a moment from rowdy enjoyment 
*¥ to tight-mouthed, sour hitting, it has the 
youthful high spirits, the brashness and the 
competence of the work that made hisname. Unhappily, 
considering the scope of its subject and its vitality and 
professional skill, it is disappointing, apart from an 
occasional vivid image or fresh joke. 

The theme is the American in Europe. A rising 
architect from the Middle West loses his bat-brained 
wife in a car accident and decides to travel. He settles 
in Florence, where he tries to get a grasp of the Middle 
Ages by solitary study. For a time he is attracted 
by the chill scholarship of an American historical 
researcher; but, after he has lit a flame in her frigid 
heart, she falls for a bogus historian, a go-getting film 
director. He helps her to see through this shoddy 
character and then throws her over for a cheerfully 
vulgar girl from back home. The story ends with the 


return of the American to Small Town Life, feeling that, 
despite the back-slapping and the graft and the narrow- 
ness, it is something that no real American can want 
to escape from for long: Main Street is an improve- 
ment on Florence and Babbitt on effete aristocrats 
and expatriate scholars. Every type of- American and 
European gets a bash in the course of the novel. One 


cannot help feeling that people were unsympathetic to 
Lewis on Main Street when he was young and unknown 


“ Well—did you jog bis memory?” 


and in Florence when he was older, and that he has 
used this novel to pay them back. 

Miss Julia Strachey’s The Man on the Pier represents 
everything in England that Sinclair Lewis would have 
disliked most justifiably. It is a tenuous story about 
an inconclusive love-affair in a country house in the 
thirties. The characters are dim, the setting improbable 
and the narrative lackadaisical. It completely lacks 
the wit and penetration of Miss Strachey’s short 
stories. What makes it worth reading is the descrip- 
tion of the English countryside. It is worth plodding 
through many pages of dilute Katherine Mansfield with 
a dash of Bioomsbury bitters to find the “low hills 
powdery with the grape-bloom of distance.” 

I had not read any of Mr. E. H. W. Meyerstein’s 
novels before Robin Wastraw so that I do not know 
whether its. peculiar atmosphere is “typical Meyer- 
stein” or peculiar to itself. Anyway, I liked it very 
much. Serenely and arrogantly out of fashion, it is 
the tale, told in a leisurely, nineteenth-century way, of 
a bookish village boy who becomes librarian to a 
baronet. His family are Shandean eccentrics, his 
mind is charitable and calmly puzzled and he reaches 
life only slowly and intermittently. Like Mr. Joyce 
Cary, Mr. Meyerstein seems to tell the story for his 
own satisfaction but to give a courteous welcome to 
anybody dropping in to listen. The novel is full of 
pleasantly odd jokes, scraps of peculiar information, 
incidents which lead nowhere but satisfy in the telling, 
and grave, evocative deseriptions of things and places. 
It creates its own standards and reaches them without 
strain. 

Mr. Graham Greene has learned from both the 
traditional and the experimental novelists and can do 
anything with fiction that he wants. In T’he End of the 
Affair he uses it for a horrified, obsessed investigation 
of the claims of the Catholic Church on ordinary, 
sensual people. To the non-Catholic, Mr. Greene, like 
M. Mauriac, writes a straightforward novel with an 
extra dimension that is incomprehensible and rather 
repellent. This repulsion is shared between reader and 
writer; the division between them comes with the 
writer's bitter acceptance and the reader’s feeling that 
the characters have been hardly done by. Mr. Greene’s 
Catholicism is no sunny Mediterranean union of 
paganism and the sentimental pseudo-Franciscanism 
popular with agnostics. It is a harsh creed. Mr. 
Greene accepts the Church in the spirit of a conscript 
rather than a convert. 

This story of a sad love-affair between a novelist 
and a Civil Servant’s wife in Clapham lacks the exotic 
delights of “The Heart of the Matter”; but it makes a 
better book. The construction is ingenious, the surface 
smoother than before and the comedy better integrated 
with the theme. The agonies of love-hate are heightened 
by a Spanish intensity of pride, suffering and horror. 
The victor is not the Hound of Heaven but a Celestial 
Matador. Mr. Greene has never woven finer garlands 
for his dying bulls. R. G. G. Price 
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Prophet or Pacemaker ? 


Professor Schrade’s book Monteverdi is a monument 
of scholarly research into the musical forms of the 
sixteenth and seventeenth centuries, on the development 
of which Monteverdi exerted a profound influence, 
notably as the focus of interest shifted from the sacred 
tothe profane. He first progressed from the impersonal 
Netherlandish School by relating his composition to 
human passion and experience, clearing the way for 
the divergent developments that culminated in Bach 
and Beethoven. But the sub-title “Creator of Modern 
Music” invites suspicion of either the author's know- 
ledge, which is unchallengeable, or his motives. Tracing 
origins is fascinating, but a sense of proportion must be 
preserved, else it is fatally easy to draw too wide con- 
clusions from small points revealed by detailed search. 
Many baroque composers have a demonstrably better 
claim to the title of originator of modern music—after 
all, you can go back genealogically either to your grand- 
father or to Noah, but the former bears undeniably 


greater responsibility for your present existence!—and | 


the label “Oracolo della Musica” is not one lightly to 
be applied. J.D. 


Highland Tragedy 
In an interesting first novel, Not in My House, 
Mr. P. Fitzgerald O’Connor treats with understanding 
the theme of a marriage doomed from the start by 
incompatibility not easy to define in words. A thriving 
West coast fisherman, a man of courage and master of 


his own fleet, had married an intelligent, ambitious 
girl; she had become a shrew, subtly under the 
thumb of a warped minister, and he a spineless beach- 


comber. Mr. O’Connor describes how the arrival of a 
party of roadmakers from the town sets in motion the 
final episcdes in their grim drama. The story is told 
with an eeonomy which emphasizes the relentlessness 
of the events; and through the eyes of two detached 
observers, the wise old doctor and the road inspector, 
we see how difficult it is to take sides in such a case. 
Mr. O’Connor’s narrative is tauter than his dialogue. 
His characters are drawn so firmly that it is a pity he 
makes the minister little more than a menacing shadow. 
EB. 0. D. K. 


Chewets and Brewets 

The things to eat and the things to drink which 
the “Master Coker” of Richard IT listed under the 
above compendious heading owed more to herbs than 
our rough island cookery does now. For The Herb 
Garden not only included flavours and remedies but 
a certain amount of what we call vegetables. The only 
fault one could find with Mrs. Mary Thorne Quelch’s 
fourth book on the subject is thet it mingles really 
invaluable contributions to the .nenu and the medicine- 
cupbcard with the sort of ingredients and practices you 
expect to find on Egdon Heath or among the toughs of 
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Casterbridge. Discernment is badly needed if herbs 
are to exercise their beneficent power. One can at 
least say that the tested recipes far outnumber the 
curious quackeries; though Mrs. Quelch can hardly 
hope to rival the conscientious Dr. Kitchener who, she 
says, ate or drank his way through every recipe—dishes, 
cures and all—in his “Cook's Oracle” of 1820. 
H.P. B. 


He Done Her Wrong 

Butterfield 8 was first published in America in 1935 
and deals with the Speakeasy-Great Depression period. 
This era now seems so infinitely remote and unlikely 
that the reader expects no more from Mr. John O’Hara’s 
novel than an amusing period pastiche; yet such is the 
quality of his writing that the story comes up fresh and 
vivid and no less interesting than the slickest of post- 
war shockers. The story, which is based on a New 
Yorker murder case, moves at top speed from speakeasy 
to speakeasy and tryst to tryst—a shuttle service that 
ends with the downfall of an unfortunate baggage 
known as Gloria Wandrous. As always, Mr. O'Hara is 
at his best in dialogue: his characters handle their linss 
with unfailing nimbleness and can spot an innuendo 
three blocks away. Excellent entertainment for those 
who can take it neat. A. B. it. 


Convoy 

The story of the work done by the small! escort 
craft—the corvettes and their successors the frigates— 
with the Atlantic convoys during the war is one which, 
owing to the iron curtain of the censorship, was never 
fully told at the time, nor—except for one or two 
documentary films—has it been told since. This epic 
narrative it is that provides the theme for Lieut.- 
Commander Nicholas Monsarrat’s long novel, The 
Cruel Sea—a title, incidentally, in this case not entirely 
justified. It is true to say that most sailors love their 
ships and fear, if they do not dislike, the sea; but the 
cruelty which Commander Monsarrat records is more 
that of man than of the elements. The book is un- 
doubtedly one of the finest yet produced dealing with 
the war at sea. The characters, both major and minor, 




















are truthful and real, and the setting convincing in its 
sense of endurance and strain; it is emphatically not 
for the squeamish, but neither were the events which 
it records nor the sufferings, physical and mental, 
which those who took part in them were called upon to 
live through during five years of sea warfare. It is 
gratifying to learn that the book has been chosen by 
the Book-of-the-Month Club in America; it may go 
far to underline the fact, not always and everywhere 
appreciated, that the British Navy pulled more than 
its weight in the struggle. Cc. F. 8. 


In Comes—A Country Parish 
Quoting the Cheshire “Soul Cakers’” mumming 
play, Mr. A. W. Boyd, in A Country Parish, livens his 
description of the parish of Great Budworth with such 
touches of archaic charm as: 


In comes I, little Dairy Dout, 
With my shirt lap hanging out, 
Five yards in and five yards out 
Out goes little Dairy Dout. 


The wealth of material Mr. Boyd provides in a survey 
covering a lifetime’s observations by one of the most 


Gate de lg Manche 








“ There's something called ‘ Paris a deux mille 
ans’: bow much would that be in English money?” 
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painstaking of naturalists, and a vast deal of information 
about the historical, architectural, geological, agricul- 
tural and topographical aspects of this typically English 
scene, makes five yards in and five yards out seem scant 
measure. The keen naturalist will find the plethora of 
repetitious detail fascinating; and in many ways Mr. 
Boyd’s careful work, with its insistence on the profound 
influence Man has had upon his environment, is a 
remarkable feat, giving a most faithful factual picture. 
But the general reader may feel that large tracts of the 
parish are intolerably tedious country. The illustra- 
tions are excellent, especially the very delightful colour 
photographs. R. C. 8. 


A Venetian Mystery 

It appears to be the fashion to compare Mr. Victor 
Canning with John Buchan. On the evidence of 
Venetian Bird it might be inferred that he has read 
both Graham Greene and Simenon. Be that as it may, 
his gift of story-telling is obviously innate. Rarely 
does one come upon so wholly satisfying an amalgam 
of plot, characterization and good writing as this tale 
of the adventures of a private inquiry agent in the 
city of canals. Edward Mercer’s job in hand looks at 
first sight straightforward enough; but it leads him 
into the deepest and most troubled of waters. The 
plot thickens and in due course clarifies, while excite- 
ment mounts and suspense is never relaxed. Yet this 


is no mere thriller, for Mercer, without illusions about 
his profession but clinging desperately to his integrity, 


is a subtly imagined personality, well out of the 
conventional detective run; and a brilliant precision 
of presentation keeps us spellbound within the circle 
of Venice’s particular magic. F.B 


Books Reviewed Above 

World So Wide. Sinclair Lewis. 

The Man on the Pier. Julia Strachey. 
10/6) 

Robin Wastraw. E. H. W. Meyerstein. (Gollancz, 12/6) 

The End of the Affair. Graham Greene. (Heinemann, 10/6) 

Monteverdi: Creator of Modern Music. Leo Schrade. 
(Gollancz, 21/-) 

Not In My House. 
Warburg, 10/6) 

The Herb Garden. 


(Heinemann, 12/6) 
(John Lehmann, 


P. Fitzgerald O'Connor. (Secker and 
Mary Thorne Quelch. (Faber, 12/6) 
Butterfield 8. John O'Hara. (The Cresset Press, 12/6) 
The Cruel Sea. Nicholas Monsarrat. (Cassell, 12/6) 
A Country Parish. A. W. Boyd. (Collins, 21/-) 
Venetian Bird. Victor Canning. (Hodder and Stoughton, 
10/6) 


Other Recommended Books 

The Day of the Triffids. John Wyndham. (Michael Joseph, 
10/6) A scientific romance, set in the near future, with some 
claim to be in the real Wells succession. Though lacking 
Wells’s painstaking detail and burdened with a cateh y 
love-interest, the story has impetus enough to persuade the 
reader past the untidy bits. 

The “Reel” . Foreword by Howard Dietz. (Heine- 
mann, 7/6) Forget the unfortunate title and enjoy recalling 
fw of the most famous Robert Benchley short films. Text of 

his tuated at many points by stills, from 

How to Sleep, "The Rumance of Digestion, How to Train a 
Dog, No News is Good News, How to be a Detective, and The 
Courtship of the Newt. 
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THE SILVER SCREAM 


ATHER is a kind man, who has 

never thrown a bucket of white- 
wash over anybody in his life; but 
he likes to see other people doing it. 
I nearly have to carry him home 
from the cinema after a really 
energetic comedy; he cries, and 
rotates in his seat, and his hilarity 
tends to burst out all over again in 
the middle of solemn flood-damage 
scenes on the news-reel. 

If I am not able to accompany 
father to a film he will give me what 
he calls a rough idea of it when he 
comes home. Rough is the operative 
word; father thrashes about, slap- 
ping himself and uttering broken 
sentences like “The eggs—tight 
through the paper bag—pin-stripe 
trousers!” Or, “Wallop! and the 
horse went right over him!”—while 
I just sit there feeling a bit precious. 

Father is luckier than most 
people, for he can squeeze enjoy- 
ment out of a fifteenth-rate film as 
long as somebody falls over some- 
thing. And last winter, when the 
early Charlie Chaplin comedies were 
revived, I just don’t know what the 
other passengers in the bus thought 
of father on our way home; but I 
know what the conductress thought. 
She told father to mind the step, 
and looked sorrowfully woman-to- 
woman at me. 

“I go to be entertained” is 
father’s dictum. On this principle 
he will sean the film advertisements 
in the newspaper, his commentary 
going something like this: 

“*You will thrill to their youth- 
ful——’ so forth and so on. No, 
thank you. ‘They Flew to the 
Moon.’ Did they? How tiresome. 
Ah! here’s a good one: ‘Two Nuts 
on @ Raft.’ There's some ghastly 
stuff to sit through first, though. 
‘ Life of Beethoven.’” 

Mother hardly ever attends the 
silver screen with father now, 
because she would rather thrill to 
the youthful so forth and so on, or 
fly to the moon, or sit through 
Beethoven. 

However, her conscience smites 
her about twice a year, and then she 
will endure the nuts on the raft for 
father’s sake, although she pretends 


she cannot reanember the names of 


PACS Rigg, 


AS 
SON ~ — 





the comedians afterwards. On these 
o¢casions father always has a wist- 
ful hope that mother will laugh at 
his choices, but so far I don’t think 
she ever has. 

One Saturday night three 
months ago father came home 
almost speechless with ssthetic 
appreciation of an offering called 
Slap Me Down. He broke the water 
jug in telling us about it. 

“You girls simply must come,” 
he kept saying. The film had 
finished its run locally, but father, 
hallooing, chased it into remote 
suburbs and saw it three more 
times, breaking an ash-tray and 
bending two forks in giving us 
further résumés. 

For the sake of peace, mother 
and I finally gave in and agreed to 
see Slap Me Down, although it was 
by now twenty miles away. In the 
rain, we joined father, a train, a bus, 
and finally a wet queue outside the 
cinema. Father, eager as a child, 
kept saying “Wait till you see it. 
Just wait!” 

“Tf only you’d let us, dear,” 
sighed mother. 

Mother did try hard to laugh, 
I will say that for her, but it was a 
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dismal effort. Luckily, father, using 
his handkerchief constantly and 
overcome with delight at people 
sitting down suddenly in the pigs’ 
dinner or having holes shot in their 
top hats, was in no state to notice. 
This time his mirth lasted right 
through the funeral of a foreign 
diplomat. 

After it was over, poor mother 
looked wan and exhausted in the 
light of the foyer, but father was 
bursting with happiness. 

“Wonderful, wonderful!” he 
said, and stepping gaily out into the 
rain with large gestures missed his 
footing on the kerb, rotated desper- 
ately for a moment and finally sat 
down noisily in six inches of dirty 
water. When he got to his feet 
again he looked thoughtful. But 
mother laughed all the way home. 


a Bw 


“Replying to Mr. Hostettler, Jones 
said ‘I felt there was a breach of the peace 
when I was hit with the eggs, and I felt 
it more strongly when the incident over 
the walking stick took place.” 

“Newbury Weekly News” 
Sensitive type, evidently. 











CAB 


E shall never need to ring up 

for a taxi now. We have one. 

A genuine, unashamed, unmistak- 

able taximeter cabriolet. The body 

type is described by the distin- 

guished term Landaulette. This 

simply means it is a taxi. It also 

means that if the day is clement we 

can let down the back of the top 

and can cruise through the streets 

with a faintly archaic aura, looking 

like royalty before 1914. That is to 

say, my wife and friends can look 

like royalty. As for me, under my 

great ribbed roof, visible down to 

on my shins—or so it feels—I acquire 

the anonymity of a royal chauffeur. 

When it has the back down, and 

is landauletted, it is a vehicle that 

invites assassination. I feel I must 

pass rather quickly through the 

students’ quarter, and I vaguely 

resent the absence of a continuous 

file of Guardsmen at the present on 

each side of the thoroughfare. And 

why is the glass only splinter-proof ? 

Bearing all this in mind I usually 

insist on having the back of the top 

up, and remain only a potential 
landauletteur. This sounds better~ ~ 

than “cab driver,” but when we 

have the top up there is no escaping 

it. It just is a taxi. None the less it 

is an Ancient Taxicab, and came 

under the Ancient Taxicabs Order. 

It had Government Recognition then, 

and there are signs of a massive 

dignity that has by no means 

departed. 

In a door pocket was a battered 








copy of the Owner Driver's Gazette, 
full of annual general meetings, 
small damage claims, and news of 
new cab ranks in two portions, with 
cabs facing northward. 
winter, waiting in my four overcoats 
while my wife shops, I shall read 
this Gazette and feel comradely 


with these~ worthy owner-drivers, Railway.” 

the stalwart chaps and gents of the “Well,” I said, “it’d be a 
magazine’s articles. For this pleasure, I'll run you there if you 
vehicle is offering me an enchanting _ like.” 

secret life of my own. Cut off from “Here,” he said suddenly, 
the world by my glass slide, 1am ‘“aren’t you a taxi?” 

alone with the roar of my engine “No,” I said. “I will, though, 
and the great crashing gears. Iknow really.” 


nothing of the gossip and the wild 
laughter behind. 
swung briskly round corners I hear 
no comments. My crumpled family 
on the floor behind merely mouth 
through the glass like goldfish. 
There are enormous possibilities. 
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I stopped at traffic lights in Ken- 
sington yesterday and a man got in. 
He pushed over the slide and said 
“Waterloo, please.” 

“Well,” I said, “it isn’t a taxi. 
I’m very sorry.” 

He didn’t seem to hear. “Water- 
loo,” he said. “‘ You know. Southern 











In the 
















But he flung himself out, mutter- 
ing, and everyone honked me on. It 
has set me thinking, though. 

Now, if only they had left the 
meter on we would have the 
enormous satisfaction of seeing 
exactly what we are saving. 






When I have 
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BABACOOTE 


BABACOOTE bounds bravely down the breeze 
Much as myself might, were I but as he. 
Alas! time squandered all Ais centuries, 
And evolution chanced to pick on me. 








But which of these is funnier in God’s sight? 
That Babacoote should search himself for fleas ? 

Or I, poor, puzzled, pensive, pompous wight, 
Should search for meaning in such mysteries? 







Who knows? I look in mirrors round about, 
And see the face of Babacoote look out. 
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EVERY YEAR IS A VINTAGE YEAR 





She House of 
SEPPELT 


Australia’s 





pioneer winegrowers 








South Australia, with its sunny, equable 

climate, its fertile soil and its freedom from 

vine-pests, is the finest wine country in the 

world. Seppelts have been making wine 

in its fruitful valleys since 1851 and have, 

through four generations, set the standards 
for wine-making in Australia. 





ONE TRADITION 


ESTABLISHED 165! 





Service 


Wherever you see a Ford Dealer sign, there you will 

__ find leadership in everything connected with service. 

but if you want |e A SCALE OF CHARGES WHICH IS LOW AND FIXED. 
%& SPECIALLY DESIGNED EQUIPMENT FOR SPEED 


| 
| AND ACCURACY. 
peel 
4 ¥e MECHANICS TRAINED AT DAGENHAM. 


3% ADEQUATE STOCKS OF SPARES. 
£/) 3% SKILL COMBINED WITH COURTESY. 


you want... 
This is indeed ‘Five-Star’ Service, ensuring economical 
and trouble-free motoring for every Ford owner. 





Ch) ti } A ry) 


1 VY = Motoring is ‘5-Star’ Motoring 
in 
e THE BEST AT LOWEST COST 


TT; 


mii | to wear 
FORD MOTOR COMPANY LIMITED - DAGENBAM 




















The name you can rely upon for 
Electrical Appliances for the home. 
Falks products include: The Robot 
Automatic Toaster - Auto-Perc 
Coffee Maker (illustrated) - Gad- 
About Travelling Iron - Food Mixer 

Candlewick Heating Pad. 


FILL AWD FORGET — AUTOMATICALLY YOURS 


FALKS, U DEPT., 91 FARRINGDON ROAD, LONDON, E.C.! 
WEST END SHOWROOMS: 20 MOUNT STREET, PARK LANE, LONDON. W |! 





HEAL’S LIVING ROOM FURNITURE 


seat cushion, buttoned back and tapered arms. 
£22. 168. 9d. Three Seat Settee £47. 08. od. 


Utility easy chair, loose sprung 


Covered in tapestry in a variety of colours 
At Heal’s you will find a large selection of easy chairs, settees, 
fireside chairs, etc., both of contemporary and_ traditional design. 


Please write for our folder ““Contemporary Furniture at Heal’s’’ 


Heal’s restaurant is open for morning coffee, lunch and tea 


HEAL & SON 


HEAL & SON LTD. 196 TOTTENHAM COURT ROAD 
Telephone: MUSeum 1666, Telegrams: Fourposter, Rath, London 
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It's snug and warm on the 
bitterest day, but ideally light 
for bet wear,too. 
This latest ‘MOTOLUXE’ 
Coat, tailored in rich fur 
fabric, can be worn with 

pride on the smartest 
occasions. Write for 

the name of your nearest 


Agent. 





se >>: . 


vs‘ 


! MOTOLUXE 


4 COATS 


*MOTOLUXE* MOTOR RUGS AND FOUT 
MUFFS cow obtainable in the home market. 


LEE BROTHERS (OVERWEAR) LTD., Queen Street Works, 
54 Regina Street, London, N.W.1. 1848— Established over 100 years—1950 








enjoy 
following 
doctors advice 


When your doctor, like so many 

others, advises Burgundy, enjoy 
Keystone Australian Burgundy, 

the robust red wine that does 

you so much good. You'll feel 
heartened from the first sip; and 

how its clean wholesome flavour 

whets appetite and makes wo : 
a simple meal a banquet! 


KEYSTONE 


AUSTRALIAN BURGUNDY 


Mateos oper, meal &. banque 


Still only 11/6 a flagon, 5/9 a half flagon 
6d. extra deposit (returnable) on both sizes 


Bottled and guaranteed by Stephen Smith & Co. Ltd., London, B.3. a» 





Si | 


‘5 SANDERSON 


£ 


paper 


wall 


Walls and hangings in harmony means choosing 
paper and fabrics together .. . at leisure, 

in » Sanderson showrooms, with 

any suggestions you may want 


from our experts. 


~ 


\ 


a 
ay 


\ 


ARTHUR SANDERSON & SONS LTD., 52/53 BERNERS STREET, LONDON, W.1. 6/7 NEWTON TERRACE, GLASGOW, C3 
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High above the craggy cliffs, where the grey 
sea frets endlessly against the Western 
Isles — here, remote from the ways of man, 
dwells the rare Sea Eagle. 

Even mightier than his Golden kinsman, 
he is @ prince among birds. Winging 


O N the road, as in the air, the Eagle is unchallenged. The Goodyear 

Eagle, mighty in strength and endurance, incomparable in appear- 

ance, is without doubt the tyre-building achievement of the age. 

Every technical advance of recent years is featured in this out- 

standing tyre. Deeper, tougher tread rubber provides impressive 

extra mileage. New improved All-Weather Tread design resists 

every direction of skid, gives quicker, safer stops. Wider, flatter 

tread area gives bigger grip, slower wear, while silent running is 

ensured, without any loss of non-skid security, by staggering the 

size of the diamond tread blocks. The handsome reinforced side- 

walls protect the tyre body from kerb damage and make cornering 

steadier than ever before. THE EAGLE TYRE 
The Eagle Tyre by Goodyear, the ultimate in car tyre quality, IS DISTINGUISHED 

is the greatest car tyre value ever offered to the motoring world. BY THE SILVER RING 


THE GOODYEAR TYRE & RUBBER CO. (GREAT BRITAIN) LTD. WOLVERHAMPTON 


, September 12 1951 
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If the feel of a fine car gives you a very special pleasure; if only a car 
of distinctive character can really satisfy you; then the Riley is built 
for you. Here’s surging power whenever you want it. Here’s complete 


obedience to hand and foot. Here indeed is ‘Magnificent Motoring’. 


-t- 
ch roo h.p. 24 litre, Saloon 1} ltre Salooa. 


RILEY MOTORS LIMITED, Sales Division, COWLEY, OXFORD r 
London Showrooms: “ RILEY CARS” 55-56 PALL MALL, S.WJ1 — 
Overseas Business: Nuffield Exports Lid., Oxford and 41 Piccadilly, London, W.1 








| wis Be Pal The weather coat 
ns G l a Uv a ll with the square cut raglan shoulders 


SCOTCH LIQUEUR Wetherdair 





the impeccable weather coat 


Ir 7 
Jy," 14 5 Warm and genial, 
: WETHEROAIA (TD. BRADPORD LONDON NORTHERN (88. AND - BLYTH 


, Zs “ friendly and kind, a | 
drink to linger over 
...0n all occasions 


of hospitality. 








RONALD MORRISON &COLTD EDINBURGH | 





Punch, September 12 195 


THE WORLD’S 
GREATEST 
BOOKSHOP 


@ or a-% . 


Stock of over 
3 million 
volumes 


New, secondhand 
and rare Books on 





up te 
P Wherever there’s 


faction 
improve MENT something afoot.... 


P : ‘ THEIR CONSTANT RESEARCH x a : 
Research and PATONS 
Development shoe ani boot 


WAY OUT William Paton Limited 


| GiRLING LTO © KINGS RD © TYSELEY © BIRMINGHAM 11 Johnstone . Scotland 
} 


Wal YOU tr Prva TL EST: 


of the Church Army? 
Scotch WuHIsky 


For nearly 70 years the Church 
Army has ministered to the 
spiritual and social needs of 
all classes and all ages . . « 
a work made 

kindly thou 

of goodwill. ; 
Gift to the Ree. E. Wilson 
Carlile,General Secretary, The 


every subject 


Subscriptions taken for 
Brir'sh and overseas magazines 


Visit Foyles NEW Record Dept. 


H.M.V., Columbia, Parlophone, Decca 
Long-Playing and al! other makes 


119-125 


Gerrard 5660 (16 lines) 
Open 9-6 (inc. Sats.) 














Church Army, SS Bryanston 
Street, London, W.1 














Blended originally for an 
exclusive circle of pipe 
smokers, this special blend 
now enjoys an increasing 
demand created by the 
recommendations of its HILL THOMSON & CO.LTD 
devotees. sine onuche. 











Ry NTERNATIONAL 
STAMP AUCTIONEERS 
CATA SALE 
E 


TALOGUES OF WEEK 
D 


be we mode the request. - 
PRICE 7s. 64. from any Garage [> 39-42 NEW BOND ST LONDON. W! 
SKYHI! LIMITED a = aveatt 
Road, Isleworth, Middx. Ta * 


a ‘ as 
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Why a non-protective shine is dangerous 
You can give your car a shine very quickly; but if you care about 
your car at all, a shine is not enough. Your car cellulose also needs 
protection from the corrosive chemicals that are always in the 
atmosphere, otherwise the cellulose surface will rapidly deteriorate. 
No amount of ‘shining’ with non-protective ‘polishes’ can prevent 
this, and you'll soon find your car in a very shabby condition. 
SIMONIZ SAVES THE BODY 
Simoniz gives your car a brilliant shine plus complete protection 
from weather and atmospheric corrosion. That radiant Simoniz- 
shine is also a hard, wax film which defies destructive airborne 
chemicals; it lasts, in all its beauty, for many months, which means 
you need Simoniz your car only two or three times a year! Simoniz 
costs 5/- per tin —no more than most ordimary car polishes. 
HAVE YOU READ THIS USEFUL BOOKLET ? 
If you haven’t had your FREE copy of ‘For Every Body’s Benefit’, 
the useful and amusing booklet illustrated by David Langdon, 
send your name and address today to Simoniz Ltd., London, W.6. 


FROM ALL, MOTOR AGGESSORY STORES, 





THESE OTHER SIMONIZ PRODUCTS COMPLETE 
YOUR GAR’S PROTECTIVE GROOMING 


SIMONIZ 


MONIZ 
—_ CHROME CLEANER 


ALEEWER 


Safely cleans your car's cellulose 
finish. Removes that whitish film 











A BRILLIANT SHINE PLUS COMPLETE PROTECTION 
THAT'S THE BEAUTY OF 


SIMONIZ 


GARAGES AND SERVICE STATIONS 











"Tis the tobacco of tobaccos. 
Cool, even burning, and | 


fragrant to the last shred. 


It brings that sense of com- 
radeship and good fellowship 
that eases life’s burdens. 


Chairman 
Tobacco 


4/4 


per oz. 


In 2 of. vacuum 
tins and 1 oz. 
packets. 


The ere are many 


imitation, | 


Nothing is so healthful and com- 
fortable as a cellular weave for 
men’s boys’ underwear, for 
blouses women and girls, and 
for corsets and pyjamas. All these 
garments are made in AERTEX, 
but to avoid imitations always look 
for the Aertex label. 


@2 








AERTEX 








| om! Pam agg! Chatrman, medium 
‘dman's, mild; Recorder, full. 


difficul ym s ebeaining, write to 
tanya oa Offs, 2 a 3 4 Holborn, 


a7 











NOTEPAPER 


6/6 
per 108 


Printed eotenepeseves thay antes iene 

te your ce oe. Your 

telephone number printed on 

Azure Bond writing geese eince 
or 100 Double Sheets ®-. Env 

© for 36 (boxed). Postage Id. i 
larger quantities. Please print your address. 
Samples sent on request. Satisfaction 
guaranteed or money refunded in full. 


RUSSELL T & DB SERVICE Lid. 
(est. P 


135 ST. ALBANS ROAD, WATFORD 

















Vent-Axia 


for Better Air 
Conditions 


form of controlled 


ventilation i %, 


VENT-AXIA LTO. 
9 VICTORIA ST. S.w 4. Sere a 
Glasgow * Manchester * Birmingham ~ 


ol wORE FOR YOUR Fare oy PAN NAERICAN 


Fly to New York in 


A Foam-Soft Berth 


Only £8.19.0 extra! Berths 
available on all double-decked 
“Strato” Clippers.* 

To the U.S.A., you fly on The 
President or The President Special. 
These de luxe “Strato” Clipper 
flights are the world’s most 
luxurious air services. No extra 
fare on The President! 

Only double-decked airliners 
offer the spacious club lounge on 





cloud-sof aa 

it 

berth? From Senden, 
Shannon and Glasgow. 

the lower deck. Drinks, superb 

meals and many other extras are 


= | than 36,000 transatlantic 


Travel Agent, or 
193/4 Piccadilly, 
In 


your 

American, 
(Regent 7292). 

Tel. Central 6194. 


Pan AMERICAN 


WORLD'S MOST EXPERIENCED AIRLINE 
* Trade Mark, Pan American World Airways, Inc. 
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This has 
got to STOP 


YOU can help to stop it! 


Should squirrels be set alight? Or scores of 
unwanted tortoises be stoned to death? Or 
cats be mass-murdered for their saleable skins ? 
Or jackdaws tongues slit to make them talk? 
Or dogs be kept on too-short chains for weeks 
on end? If you doubt that these things happen 
the RSPCA can quickly convince you to the 
contrary. More RSPCA inspectors are urgently 
needed to keep these and numberiess other 
cruelties in check. Please help now by sending 
a donation, or keeping a collecting box. Write 
to-day to: The Chief Secretary, RSPCA, 
Dept. P ), tos Jermyn Street, London, S.W.1 


Remember the 


RSPCA 
































<i ‘Ot Sactol Micky 
= 9 QUALITY UNSURPASSED = 





Acid toe Art Sith 
Baking te Brewing 


Specify Brook fer driving YOUR machines 
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Now! A Shaving Cream thats 
‘MENTHOLATED 





Colgate Lather Shaving Creams 
2.in Tonic Action Gives You 
ASMOOTHER CHIN 
A COOLER SKIN 


Agreed —there’s not much pleasure to 
be found in shaving. But now, there’s 
no need for pain, cither. Think of it! 
No more jagged “pulling” while you 
shave. And none of that burning dry- 
ness or stinging razor rash afterwards. 
Why ? Because Colgate Lather Shaving 
Cream, with its unique 2-in-1 tonic 
action, can come to terms with the 
tenderest skin. First, its richer, 
creamier lather gets right in and softens 
the toughest whiskers . . . makes way 
for a quicker, cleaner shave. Then, 
even before you've finished, you can feel 
the mentholated coolness of its new tonic 





with a cool comfort that’l! last all day. 


What Price 
COMFORT ‘ ; 
MENTHOLATED 
-mafateteencrinis Lather Shaving Cream 


eee Sy 


the cleanest, 


COLGATE 


r7.T G ATE 











Meet Mr. Noflote 


The Perfect Pump Houge Attendant 


He’s the ideal pump controller for sewage, water 
and. industrial undertakings. As the liquid level 
varies, so he starts and stops the pumps — just does 
the right thing without being told. Never a moment 
off duty— not a penny piece for salary.” He's 
relieved the station engineer of many a care and 
worry. Send for details in Publicatién PH. 234. 


Trede NOFLOTE Merk 


EVERSHED AND VIGNOLES LTD 


ACTON LANE WORKS, LONDON, W.4. 
Telephone : Chiswick 3670 - Telegrams: Megger, Chisk, London © Cables: Megger, London 




















Headache ? nn 
/ take a couple of 


ANADIN 


Tables \NSTEAD! 














It may be thunder in the air . 


the trick. Whatever it is I’m truly 
thankful, and I’m never without 

a packet now. At the first sign of a 
“head” I know what to do—I take 
a couple of ‘Anadin’ tablets instead. 





Q 
RELIEF OF PAIN © 








xxviii 





RODS for 
FIXED SPOOL 
REELS 


The Stationary Drum Reel is now 
nee Se 
and we are two 
distinct types of ~j for use with 
these reels. 


THREADLINE WORK 


For the Angler who 
uses fine lines and light 
baits for Trout, Sea 
Trout, and, in fine 
water, for Salmon, we 
makethe SPINCRAFT 
range. 

These are gentle action 
rods which will send a 
bait gf a few drams 
across the river with 
the minimum of effort 
and which will 
“persuade” a fish to 
go the way you want 
him 


They are in tempered 
“ Hexacane " and fitted 
with Agate rings 
throughéut, the large 
butt ring being 
stood-off and the second 
ring half stood-off. 


In 3 models. 
7h. light 7ft. medium 
and 8fe. 


Weight 





15in. 15in. 


PRICE ali models 
£8: 0: 0:2, 37/- 


HEAVIER WORK 

For the growing school 
of Anglers who, 
because the fixed spool 








COGNAC 


BISQUIT 


A Rare Compliment to your Palate 
BISQUIT DUBOUCHE & CO COGNAC 























reel is so easy to use, 
use it with heavy baits 
and lines up to 15Ib. 
B.S. we designed, last 
year, the SPINCRAFT 
MAJOR. This rod 
was a great success, not 
only with stationary 
drum reels, but wit 

multiplyers as well, 
and we have, therefore, 
extended the range to 
inelude a@ light model. 
‘These rods are to the 


same specification as 
the SPINCRAFT. 

In 2 models. 
Oft. light ft. medium 
Weight 1lozs. 12ozs. 
of Handle 


incr PRICE both Js 
— He £10:0:0.". 46/- 


Spaeth nil 
So fomer'a SW. Wis 7/8 Bury Street, 
james’s, S.W.1 ' 9886/7) 

giving fuller details obtained from 





TWELVE FIFTEEN 
12 months guarantee.!5 Jewel 
lever movement. rome 


and stainless steel case. 
Price £7.19.6 including P.T. 


Smiths 


reliability and quality with 
because 9 made in 


smanship, 
who perfected the Sylinder excapement 


fine English ~) gaye lever watches com 


the world can « 


of his death is this year 
Society of Arts. a bang Scicbratd 


With chrome and stainless steel cases from £7.19.6 po 89.26 


Lag Sener 
Smithe Watches. 


9 carat gold cases from £23.6.0. All prices inelude 


THE SMITHS tage 


SMITHS ENGLISH CLOCKS LTD., SECTRIC HOUSE, LONDON, N.wW.2 


The Cleck & Wertch 


Division ef $. 


Smith & Sens (England) tee 











Shaving BRUSH 


The Brush with the 2 years Guarentee 
e 
THE PRCIGRESS SHAVING BRUSH 
co., LID. 


MOTTRAM STREET, STOCKPORT, CHESHIRE. ALSO 
49. LEADENMALL STREET, LONDON, E.C.3 
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Invest 
with safety 


AND LET YOUR MONEY EARN 
A TAX-PAID RETURN OF 


2:/ 


EQUIVALENT TO OVER 42% on 
AN INVESTMENT TAXED AT 
THE STANDARD RATE 


Interest scerues from day of investment. 

> tetenye On. Gage pauls on 
or withdrawal. Shares cannot 
fluctuate in value. 





ASSETS EXCKED £3,000,000 
For full detasls, write or telephone the Secretary 


City Prudential 
Building Society 


17? MOLBORN VIADUCT, LONDON 8.6.1. cEF¥ 8323/6 








Traditieaal abode of British sportefolk ...own 
extensive ny grounds and gardens eee 
~ com views. Pirst- 
class family ‘hotel ‘amidst most iful walks 
ue Engadwe Golf Course). 20 19 
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Whenever Export figures are quoted there comes the 
accustomed reference to ‘expert British Craftsmanship’. 
But . . . have you ever stopped to ask yourself . . . 


“Who are Britains Craftsmen?” 


Introducing Billy Mann. Fifty-three unable to spotlight onc man or one 


years a ‘hand sewn maker’. He 
produces a special type of light fashion 
shoe for ladies. One of the reasons why 
Footwear ranks high as a special item 
in the Export List. * 
But . . . does craftsmanship mean only 
handcraftsmanship ? The production 
of the fine grade leather used by the 
‘hand sewn maker’ is also the work 
of craftsmen . . . although one may be 


part of the process. And must there 
not be craftsmanship at every stage 
if the finished article is to be a 
masterpiece ? Monsanto think so 
and follow this rule in making 
chemicals for a long list of 
British industries. Monsanto 
chemicals for tanning play a 

vital part in the prepara- 

tion of fine leathers used 

by the ‘hand sewn maker’ 


Monsanto make over 200 chemicals for use in industry. 
Of widely varying application, they all conform to the 
highest standards of craftsmanship in chemical manufacture 


MONSANTO CHEMICALS LIMITED 
8 Waterloo Place, London, 8.W.1 «1 





LIFEBOATMEN 


Britain’s Lifeboatmen are second to none 

in their courage and skill. They have 
inherited a magnificent tradition, to which 
their own achievements add new lustre 
each year. Industry, too, can be inspired 

by tradition . . . as is the case in the 
manufacture of Wills’s GOLD FLAKE, 4 
firm favourite since 1883. 


a“ 


| sul hy 


i GOLD FLAKE i 
j= i 


WILLS'S 


| Gold Hake ) 


CIGARETTES ay 


Athens, Beirut, Damascus, 
Istanbul, Teheran ...any , 

of the principal cities of 

the Near East... 

only one night away by 

luxury KLM airliners, 
Schedules are conveni- 

ent: KLM service is superb. 
During your journey on 
board, food and drink are * on 
the house’, and you will be 
wonderfully well looked 

after. Yes, with KLM it’s 
comfort first and fastall the way! 


Reservations from all Air Trave! Agents 
or «im Itoyal Dutch Airlines, 
202/4, Sloane Street, Londoa, swrl 
(Tel. : 816 3488) and at Birming- 
ham, Manchester, Glasgow 

Dublin. 


Timed by The Imperial Tobacen Co. (of Great Britain ond Ineland), Lid. 











wide 12/— J, 1T/~ Site 33/- Fare 


Carri » | Send 
etans Boe. | toed th fr sonpies 


Every motorist 








RMEN SENSE—epd-Wise economy 
these days—te make sure meat is always as appe- 
tisingly good as the moment you bought it. That's 
where ASTRAL comes in— providing maximum 
storage space at low cost, the 
ASTRAL Refrigerator keeps food 8 
looking and tasting its best. 

£49-19-4 


RETAIL PRICE INCLUDING P. TAX 


Bstral SU 


THE BABY REFRIGERATOR 


PARTICW@LARS ON APPLICATION FO: DEPARTMENT P.3 
ASTRAL EQUIPMEMT LTO. 150 HOPE STREET, GLasSGOW c.2 
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Come down to a warm room 
every morning 


Nothing is so calculated to 
destroy the effect of a good 
night’s rest than having to 


A.B. Fire. Once lit the A.B. 
will burn all day, all night, all 
winter. It keeps the whole 





oo 


house warm. It is very good 


dust. Also, most important, 
it is very kind to the fuel 
bill. Available in seven wipe- 
clean finishes. From £4.9.6. 
AB. keeps you in hot water. 

When the A.B. is fitted to 





PEDERATED SALES LTD. (Dept. G2) 889 GROSVENOR ST., LONDON, W.! 








A stout that really revives you’ 


'—and it’s not bitter! 
| 

| Although the slightly bitter taste of : 

| most stout is widely liked, some “4 


| They find a new lease of life . ft 
| in every glass — welcome Ss 
| indéed when the long day’s 

| work is done. : r 


| 
| 
| 
| 


| That's some people prefer 
MACKESON’S 


| BREWED AND BoTTi.eD sy WHITBREAD 
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NOTE ON 
LUGGAGE 


THE BEST IS 



































What does this 
mean to you? 


TERRA CIMOLIA LA 


TO THE NANNY OF 
QUEEN VICTORIA’S DAY 
1T MEANT THE PERFECT 
POWDER FOR NURSERY USE 


VIGATA 


TO THE NANNY 
OF TODAY 
IT MEANS... 


a hing, cooling powder, which is perfectly harmless 
and may be uséd with safety to the most delicate infant, 
also in cases of excoriation, chafing and roughness of the 
skin, and as a most valuable adjunct in every home. 


rors CIMOLITE 


_ USED IN ROYAL NURSERIES FOR OVER 70 YEARS 


Obtainable from afl Chemists or direct from: John Gell & 
Wigmore St., London, W.!, or Savory & Moore, 143 New Bond St., London, W.! 











PERT DIG 


goto 2 


K 


Aye) 
oN! 


Admiring eyes will tell you. 
None can rival the elegance, fashion and 
natural beauty in her hair. Let 
a Jamal specialist show YOU 


her secret — 


ame 


THE FREEDOM WAVE 
MACHINELESS .. . KINDEST TO YOUR HAIR 


‘ / ? 9 “ 
1 hatr needs Saton Care 
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“THANKS TO PROMPTNESS OF 
YOUR REPRESENTATIVE, AND 
THE EFFICIENT WAY IN WHICH 
THE RATIN SERVICE HANDLED 
OUR TROUBLE, WE HAVE NOT 


SEEN ANOTHER RAT.” 


—from a recent vestimenial. Original can be seen at these offices 





The employment by the RATIN SERVICE of the latest scientific methods means that the natural 

cunning and suspicions of rats and mice are defeated, and whole colonies are wiped out. The 

RATIN SERVICE is the largest organisation of its kind, and has proved its efficiency over a long period 

by dealing with thousands of contracts under a variety of conditions at home and abroad. h 
Send to-day for the new illustrated booklet on how the RATIN SERVICE can help YOU to clear your 

premises and keep control of the menace, or fill in the coupon below for our Surveyor to call. 


__ RATIN SERVICE 


covers the country 








THE BRITISH RATIN COMPANY LTD.. 


COUPO To THE BRITISH RATIN CO. LTD., FELCOURT, EAST GRINSTEAD, SUSSEX. 
FELCOURT, EAST GRINSTEAD, SUSSEX. "Telephone : Lingfield 591 


BRANCHES AT: BELFAST, BIRMINGHAM, BOURNE- 
MOUTH, BRISTOL, CARDIFF, CARLISLE, EXETER, 
, HEREFORD, IPSWICH, LEEDS, LETCH- 

WORTH, LIVERPOOL, LONDON (3 Branches), 
NAME F MANCHESTER, NEWCASTLE -ON - NORWICH, 
ee pares eee NOTTINGHAM, OXFORD, PRESTON, READING, 


We would like your local Surveyor to call and explain how 
the Ratin Service deals with Rats, Mice and Insect Pests. 
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That’s worth knowing— 


“T always thought there wasn’t much difference between tyres.” 


“ Well, as I say, I’ve been driving a car most of my life, and I'd pick 
Firestone every time. There’s a lot of difference, believe me...” 


There’s a very big difference. Take materials for a start: Firestone buy only 
materials which have passed the most uncompromising tests in their own laboratories. 
Only one quality is good enough . . . Firestone quality. Take production : a Firestone 
tyre at every stage of its manufacture is tested and re-tested by the most critical tech- 
nicians in the industry. Their standards are simple . . . 100%, or nothing. Take finished 
tyres : what was proved in the factory Firestone’s test engineers prove afresh in the field 
— on every kind of surface Firestone tyres must take the rough with the smooth— 
that’s what Firestone tyres have to face. That is why Firestone produce 

tyres of such consistently high quality. 


Firestone 


are such consistently good tyres! 


CAR TYRES + TRUCK TYRES + TRACTOR TYRES - CYCLE &@ MOTOR CYCLE TYRES 





n frth tht 





Pel Nesting Chairs can 
make any audience comfortable 


but— when space is wanted—they ET ee 
WITH ICED WATER 


MAKE THEMSELVES SCARCE Y 


‘in small neat stacks. 


THE BASIS OFA 
PERFECT ‘snort’ 





PERNOD 


Seine KG fale importers, ienmpey > 2 faeemny tad" Nee Bond eet 
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An Annuity 
will offset reductions in income 


For a man aged 65 (or woman aged 70) the gross 
income for life from an annuity would be over 10%, 
of the purchase money 


A A (For residents in some countries payments are exempt from U.K. Tax) 


for 
ADHESIVE WOUND DRESSINGS Eaquire for details at your age 


SUITABLE FOR ALL MINOR BURNS AND WOUNDS The Equitable Life Assurance Society 


EUFLAVINE GAUZE DRESSING 90 & Go PER TIN moncomsts 
No agents (founded 1762) No commission 


A proouct CixsonGovtardelali. sh: eaten Stats: tnaden ae 
ies better | /N THE SERVICE OF Seabiiuve 
eee | 
































MATLOCK, DERBYSHIRE 
Great Britain's greatest Hydro. 


An unrivalled all-season resort 
for and old. Winter 

Ballroom. Permanent 
Orchestra, Concerts, Cinema, 
Organized Card Games, etc., 
Grounds of 10 acres. Full range 
of out-door sports, etc, 


The Booklet of Smediey's will be 
gladly sent on application. 











teaspoon 
TURA. Fill up with cece 
ice, mix well and serve wit 


d 
grated nutmeg on “> 


straws. 


“In nothing do 


Reena < eat 
pyGO5TUpy d I. Ee 
AROMATIC BITTERS 

32 INTERMATIONAL AWARDS FOR MERIT aa ERVICES «i w- will 


io: SEVER SELF INE 
ANGOSTURA BITTERS oe —— owe seed * LONDON OFFICE : 


(Or. 4, G. 8. Siggert & Sons) LIMITED a : or 
Porv-ot Spas, Trinidad, BW-1 Jonnson, MATTHEY & CO., LIMITED - WATTON GARDEW - LOMDOK,E.C. 34735 Norfolk St., London, W-C.2 


Can be used in a “10/"’ 
food and Drink recipes. 











THE STEEL caoaaae 





Demand for steel still greatly exceeds supply, Pa \S\' J gt PRODUCT 


but Adams & Benson may be able to help you. \{ NAN \ ~ ee When something out of the ordinary is 
To-day, as always, a promise of delivery made | Vee aioe eeloemne ~ se 


is a promise kept. Factory Trucks and. Stillages to suit any 


mame Bee 

ADAMS & BENSON LTD. ECCLES 
cS A IRMINGHAM) LTD. 
ALBION, WEST BROMWICH, STAFFS ‘ i utara 


"PHONE: WEST BROMWICH O56! . Telephone: Kits Mocwan 1184 (PBX) 
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Young men of every generation are slow to realise how difficult it is to 

remove grime by washing. The housewife, looking at her towels, has needed little telling. 

Within recent years sodium phosphates have come to her help. New washing powoers, anonymously containing 
Albright and Wilson phosphate products — although hardly abolishing washdays — are making clothes 

cleaner and whiter with much less effort on the housewife’s part. 


Cen fr ny 


49, PARK LANE, LONDON, W.!1 








FOR THE 4 


BEAUTY BATH 
Naturally 


BRONNLEY beanty bath 
SOAP 


and off counoe 
BRONNLEY beanty bath 
ESSENCE » CRYSTALS 


and 


BRONNLEY beauty bath 
POWDER 


ee 
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HN. BROWNLET © COLTO 








Made in England oy Kirby Beard & Co. 
Ltd. B*ham, London, Redditch & Paris 


00 SHRIMPS GO 
COURTING 7? 


bein nip dew gd an to ge 


oung’s Potted 
Sieusips an anced Geshe, bemediitinen or on 
teatime. Price 6/- and 11/- post free. 
YOUNG'S POTTED SHRIMPS 
The Fisheries, Cartmel, Morecambe Bay. 
LONDON ORDERS : | Beauchamp Place, S.W.3 


Poungs Potted Shrimps 


From high class Stores in principal towns. Write for address of 
ned at. 
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Ss 
elect ric my a 
COoker 


This fully automatic Streamline Cooker has a large illuminated oven 
with full size inner glass door and folding splash plate—£49.10.0. 
Mounted on wheels for easy movement 55s. extra. Available through 
every electrical shop and showroom. 

Belling also make electric fires, drying cabinets, towel airers and 
other electrical equipment for the home. 








BELLING & COMPANY LIMITED BRIOGE WORKS ENFIELD 














BATHROOM 
| FURNITURE 


UNS URPASSED 
> a. 
television 


Your Ambassador dealer will 
be proud to show you a truly 
unique _ television r 
Newhere will you find any- 
thitg to compare either in 
Picture quality, cabinet style 
or price. 














Ask to see the Ambassador T.V.5 15” tube, 13} x 10} picture. 
Price €136. Literature on request 
AMBASSADOR RADIO. PRINCESS WORKS, BRIGHOUSE YORKS 
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The World's Best 
CARPET SWEEPER 

















DOWM LTD.(°2:)!.verrs3- 








We can rebristle your worn Silver, 
Ivory or Ebony BRUSHES. 
Send them to:— 

T. H. Brooks, Silversmiths 
Totiet Brush & Mirror Manefacturer 
298t. John's 8q.. Lendoa, E.C.1 

Quotations by return 





“MELANYL” 








MARKS LINEN 
INDELIBLY 

















NOVIO TOILET PAPER | 
is now obtainable in 


ROLLS, FLAT SHEETS, 
also in 
INTERLEAVED PACKETS 











Don’t you ever feel that you’d like to break away for a time, to do something different, enjoy 
new experiences? Well, why not? Pack your bags and take a sunshine holiday 

in South Africa. Nowadays you can have all the thrills without the hardships that beset the 
pioneers of yesteryear. Picture a land where the sun but rarely hides his face—a country 
set apart by Nature for holiday adventure —the tremendous Drakensberg Mountains, the game 
reserves with their wild animal life, the fascinating native customs, the busy modern towns 
with their vivid social round, and everywhere a friendly welcome and good company. 


Consult your Travel Agent or write for 
literature and information. This office is at 
your service for free, friendly and non- 


commercial advice on holidays in South Africa 


SATOUR 


SOUTH AFRICAN 
TOURIST CORPORATION 


70 PICCADILLY, LONDON, W.1. TELEPHONE: GROsvenor 6235 


475 Fitth Avenue, New York, 17 








HOUSEWIVES’ CHOICE IS 


RENTOKIL 


FURNITURE CREAM 
. this unique polish 

work a beautiful 

tacky—does not fingermark or 

ow rah Furniture Cream is the 


soe Mas is a por Sone 





From Ironmongers, 
Furnishers, Chemists. 
2/-, 3/3, bag at awe 
(complece outfit, in- 








vermin can be destroyed 
by this extremely accurate and power- 
ful Air Rifle. ideal for Target Practice, 
Write for deseriptive folder. 








cherished traditions of home; ficti 
subject for the art of the mason, 
quently expressed in the wide 

of Minster Special stone fireplaces, 





Send for Mlustroted Brochure 
MINSTER FIREPLACES 102 STATION ROD. 
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STANDS UP TO HARD USE 


Physically, chemically and electrically Nife batteries | 
are gluttons for work. Physically, because Nife is made 
principally of steel. Chemically, because the electrolyte 
is almost inert, the gravity remains constant during 
charge and discharge, and any gas produced is virtually 
imnocuous. Electrically, because a Nife battery shows 


} 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


instant recovery of voltage even after a complete short | 
circuit. As a result, Nife batteries cost practically | 
nothing to maintain. And as they also take up very 
little space, and need no separate battery room, it is 
not surprising that Nife batteries are used throughout 
the world. (N.B. Nife batteries are 

not yet available for private cars or 

domestic radio.) 


CUT YOUR COSTS WITH 


STEEL BATTERIES 





NIFE BATTERIES - REOCOITCH ~-§ WORCESTERSHIRE | 
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Use Parsons high tensile STEEL chains. 

100°% stronger and 20% lighter than the same 

- size of WROUGHT IRON, and available in the 

range 4" to !4" dia. for all lifting and hauling 
purposes. 


look for the trade 
mork *“HIGH-TEST’ 
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Parsons Chains 


Parsens Chain Co. Led, Stourpert-on-Severn, Worcs. : 
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~ 5 > “aa ca. Fe 


© Per 7 
SPES.. 





No. 3 Palestine © 
(Grey, 1947) Fair Trial—Una. | 
The Aga Khan's i 
was only defeated once in 7 
races as a 2-year-old and won 

5 out of 6 races as a }-year- 
old, including the 1950 2,000 


for the twe seasons were 
£38,216, 








Palestine combined the phenomenal speed of a champion sprinter } 
with the ability to stay a mile in first-class company, Speed he > 
inherited from his sire, stamina from the bottom line of his pedigree. 


> A compact, well-balanced, neatly made horse, Palestine’s great pro- 


pelling power stemmed from his straight hind legs, strong second thighs. 
and long quarters. His lightness of build helped him to last out a mile. 


DAVID COPE } 


LUDGATE CIRCUS 


2 


Judge a horse on and a bookmaker 
years the name 


reputation. 6 
Send for 
and personal 








rt hee 
brochure today. 
tow con depen on eopzs |-- Werkd s Best Known SA. 
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Every Morning 
a 
NEW BLADE 


From the same 


Wilkinson Sword Razor 


Wilkinson HOLLOW GROUND Swordstee! Blades are 
produced by craftsmen. Their superb cutting edges will not 
only give you the finest shave you've ever had, but will last 
longer. A short self-stropping action each morning will 
provide you with a smooth, keen, edge from a blade that will 
last you months. Ask to see one to-day at your nearest stockist. 
Available at 12/10 (W.12) 25/6 (W.19) and other 


@ weensen 
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CRAVEN 
eK _ TOBACCO 
— man 


to H.M. King George VI | 





| 
| CRAVEN TOBACCO gives the man of 


9 | action just what he wants —a 

smooth, flavourful smoke of un- 

OIdons ===: 
fine condition, it never bites or 


clogs, and a pipeful is as enjoy- 
able striding across country 
Stands Suprema — | sean eee 
uy Obtainable in three blends—Crave»: 
Maximum Prices: Per Bottle 33/9; Half-Bottle 17/7 py ten se ae oy 
Quarter-Bottle 9/2; Miniature 3/7. U.K. only ee Ca Se ae 2) 


FOR MEN WHO KNOW GOOD TOBACCOS 
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extra -flavour Maxwell House Coffee 


Why Maxwell House is extra-flavour coffee... 


THE SECRET of that extra-flavour is in the This means air has no chance to steal away 
patient, skilful blending of 100% pure coffees. the flavour! When you open a Maxwell House 
Slow, fragrant roasting heightens that fla- _ tin in your kitchen the coffee is fragrant, rich 
vour ... and a special grind safeguards it. with all its just-ground freshness ! 
And then Maxwell House Coffee is always 
fresh coffee . . . because it is sealed in air-tight “GOOD TO THE LAST DROP” » 
tins as soon as it is ground. 


Another fine product of ALFRED BIRD & SONS LTD., BIRMINGHAM 12 





at 15-20, Phoenix Place, Mount Pleasaat, W.C.1, and published by them weekly, with one additional 
. at IJ, Bouverie Street, Londoa, E.C.4—WEDNESDAY, September 12, 195L 


Printed in England by Messrs. Bradbury, Agnew & Co., Limited, 
summer issue and one additional winter issue. a 





